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Cbitorial 
The Value of a School Magazine 

When the harassed fathers and business men 
receive our annual pleas for advertisements, they 
wish, perhaps, that all school magazines might be 
eradicated, for of what value are they ? Certainly 
the literature may not be compared to that of the 
great writers, and the reports ma.y be found dull 
by many. Nevertheless, to my mind, a school 
magazine is of great value. 

I am sure that all those fathers and business men 
whom we approach, and for that matter, all school 
and college graduates — spend many pleasant hours 
browsing through their old school annuals. Be
sides recalling forgotten experiences, a magazine 
serves as a useful reference book. Here one can 
find not onl}^ the addresses of former friends and 
teachers, but also news of their recent activities. 
Parents who hope to send their sons or daughters 
to a given school, have a clearer insight into its 
life from the magazine than from the limited pros
pectus. Parents whose children are already at
tending the school read the magazine avidly in the 
hope of seeing an article or poem by their talented 
offspring. They also appreciate the opportunity 
of comparing their child's work with that of other 
pupils. Students from other schools read their 
"Exchanges" from cover to cover, genuinely inter
ested in seeing what other schools are like and in 
getting ideas to enrich their own school life. 

More specifically, the organizing of a school 
magazine is of great benefit to those on its editorial 
staff'. Although a certain proportion of the work is 
done by the teachers, there is still a great deal for 

the editorial staff to do themselves. This work 
develops leadership ability, as it is necessary for 
the editors to conduct meetings and to instil en
thusiasm into the school body. The editors must 
also learn to meet "deadlines" .set by an outside 
business firm. If the magazine is to come out in 
June, the publishers must have all the copy by a 
definite date. Above all, the producticjii of a maga
zine teaches its editors to shoulder responsibility, as 
the reputation of the school is at stake. 

The greatest benefit of a school magazine is, 
however, to the students as a whole. It encourages 
them to develop latent literary talent in writing 
stories and poems, because the chance of having 
their efforts published is a strong incentive. Who 
knows that getting something published in the 
school magazine may not inspire a potential author 
or poet to win renown in the future '' The writing of 
reports furnishes good practice for the future secre
tary of a club or organization. In the pages of the 
magazine the students can read the work of their 
friends and compare it with their own. Above all, 
the publication of a magazine unites all the students 
in an effort to prt^duce something worthy of the 
school. 

I am sure, therefore, that we shall all agree that 
a school magazine is worth not only the money 
spent on advertisements, but also all the work and 
time so many people put into it. We should like 
to thank all those people and also our sponsors, 
for making it po.ssible to produce this year's Per 
Annos. 

The Magazine Committee wish to thank all the 
people who so willingly and efficiently typed manu
script for the publishers, especially Janet Burgoyne 
and Hope Haslam. Between them these two typed 
about half the Magazine. Others were Jill Stocker, 
Marcia Pacatid, Frances Budden, Willa Magee, 
Lalage Wright, Betsy Cox, Pamela Fletcher, Di-
Lin McLernon, Carolyn Gibson, Charlotte Stinson, 
Andrea JelHcoe, Cynthia Eke, Anne MacDonald, 
Anne Evans, and Sheila Salmond. 

To the Staff Advi.sers who gave so much time 
to Per Annos the committee extends a sincere 
'Thank You.' 
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Mim milatrj 
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King's Hall, 
May 10th, 1962. 

My Dear Girls: 

It seems strange that after all the.se years I should still find it so much more 

difficult to write to you than to talk to you, but such is the case. There are so 

many things I should like to bring before you but alas! time and space are 

limited. So, after much thought, I have decided upon an old theme — "The 

Hundred-Point" man or woman. 

A banker was once asked to report on the sense of responsibility of a certain 

person. The answer came back, thus, "He is a Hundred-Point man in eveiything 

and anything he undertakes." Of how many of us can it be truly said we are 

"Hundred-Point" persons? Unfortunately, such people are not plentiful. 

Let us stop to consider what would be some of the outstanding qualities 

of a "Hundred-Point" person. I think you will agree with one writer who says 

they are the.se. "A 'Hundred-Point' person is one who is true to every trust: who 

keeps his word: who is loyal to his group: who does not listen for insults or look 

for slights: who is moderate in his eating and drinking: who is cautious and yet 

courageous." I should like to add to these — one who is courteous: who is con

siderate: who is gracious and serene: who is too big to be petty. 

"Hundred-Point" people vary much in ability; they may be rich or poor. 

But this is always true — they are safe to deal with whether thej^ are bank-

presidents or truck-drivers. 

So let me plead with you all, but particularly with tho.se who are about to 

step out into a broader life, no matter what degrees you may in future ha\'e the 

right to place after your names, try to live so that one day you will be worthy 

of the greatest of all distinctions — the degree of H.P. — "Hundred-Point." 

Yours affectionately. 

CLui,^.-^^9.iM^z^^d^ 
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CATHERINE STEWART—"Cathy" Macdonald 
Points Claire, Quebec 195.5-62 

"Troubles are tools with which God fashions us for better things." 
Activities:—Head Girl; Junior Prefect; Form Captain IV B to Matric; 

Sports Captain V B, V A; Library Committee; Choir; Glee Club; 
Literature Club; Current Events; Dramatics; Junior Red Cross 

Sports:—Soccer - School; Volleyball - House. 
Favourite Pastime:—Expressing the things which mean most to me 

in poetry. 
Theme Song:—La Vie en Rose. 
Ambition:—To be a children's nurse. 

leab #irrg letter 
Dear Girls, 

I hadn't realized until now how difficult it would be to say goodbye to all of you and to the 
school I shall always love. I know I shall miss your one hundred and forty-seven smiles and the 
reckles and mops that go with them - so much in the future. It seems like only yesterday 

? T H ^""l l l ^™''"; ^""''"^ ""''^ " ' " ' '"' '^' ^̂ "̂̂ "'••̂ ' ^"d wondering rather doubtfully if I d reach Matric. someday. •* 

There have bee,, times thi., year for all of „., when it seemed as though the clouds would 

You know as well as I do, that we could not ask for a more wonderful .,nH nn^.r-.f ^-
Head Mistress t l . n Miss Gillard, and I realize now how very p : e Z s r ^ l : ; d ^ ^ ^ t l l 
be to me when I am on my own, and how the Staff and their endless patience have made 
learning, as well as times of fun, a part of my treasured memory of school days 

I just want you to know that with all my heart I have loved being your Head Girl and when 
to-morrow comes, you will mean just as much to me, if not even more. 

CATHY. 
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prefects! 

SiANN CROSS—"Swan" Head of Macdonald 
Pointe Claire, Quebec 1958-62 

"Born with the gift of laughter and a sense that the world is mad." 
Activities:—Library Committee; Literature Club; Current Events; 

Dramatics; Junior Red Cross; Choir. 
iSports:—Soccer - School; Volleyball - Hou.se; Tennis; Skiing: Swimming; 

Badminton. 
Theme Song:—"l^ut on a Happy Face." 
Ambition:—Interior Decorator. 
Probable Destination:—Interior Decoration. 

SHAUN O ' B R I E N Prefect on Macdonald 
Westmount, Quebec 1959-62 

"I agree with no man's opinion; 
I have some of my own." 

.Activities:—Form Captain VI A; Sports Captain VI B; Library Conunittee; 
(;iee Club; Literature Club; Current Events: Junior Red Cross. 

Sports:—.Soccer - .School; Volleyball - House; Swimming; Tennis; Skiing. 
Ambition:—To be a secretary to a stock broker. 
Probable Destination:—Causing another market crash. 
Pet Aversion:—My initials. 

RosiTA C.ARiDi—"Ro" Head of Montcalm 
Barranquilla, Colombia, S.A. 1955-62 

"The mind is everything; What you think, you become." 
Activities:—Junior Prefect; Form Captain IV B; Sports Captain V B; 

Library Committee; Literature Club; Current Events; Dramatics; 
Junior Red Cross Secretary. 

Sjjorts:—Soccer - House; Volleyball - House. 
Theme Song:—"It 's Been a Long, Long Time." 
Ambition:—To go to college. 
Probable Destination:—Being a "Mrs. Freshman!" 

MARGARET MATTHEW.S—"Maggi" Prefect on Montcalm 
Lennoxville, Quebec 1960-62 

"Get thy tools ready; God will find the work." 
Activities:—Form Captain VI A; Magazine Committee; Choir; Literature 

Club; Current Events; Junior Red Cross. 
Sports:—Soccer - Hou.se; Volleyball - House. 
Ambition:—None. 
Probable Destination:—Advi.ser for people with no ambition. 
Pet Aversion:—People who put wings and a halo on me. 

JOYCE LESLIE Head of Rideau 
Halifax, Nova Scotia 1958-62 

"Whatever you do, do wisely, and think of the consequences." 
Activities:—Form Captain VI B; Head of Library Committee: Literature 

Club; Current Events; Campanologist: Junior Red Cro.ss. 
Sports:—Soccer - House; Volleyball - House; Badminton: Swimming. 
Favourite Pastime:—Trying to make myself heard. 
Ambition:—To go to McGill. 
Probable Destination:—Teaching myself to say farm instead of fahrr-m. 

http://Hou.se
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,, Prefect on Rideau 
.JOANNE HAMILTON—"Joey 1959-62 
Vancouver, British Columbia ^.^^^ ̂ ^^^ 

Climb far 
Your goal the sky^^ 
Your aim the star 

Ac.,,ivitk.:-^Sp„,., C,.p,.in VI A, Library C«,«, . i t tee; C h e r ; Lrter . ture 

,!^::^S>!!^-?^£SI'j£^^'SSooU V„Ue,.bal> - H . « c ; Swta-
ming; Tennis; Badminton; Skiing. 

Ambition:—To go to Ru.ssia. 
Probable Dest inat ion:-Sal t Mines. 
Pet Aversion:—Bells. 

ALEX.A.NDRA M I L L E R 

Ste. Doroth6e, Quebec 
'Sandy' 

Macdonald 
1958-62 

and I did; "I was glad to be able to an.swer promptly 
I said I didn't know. ^ •. .̂  n^ u 

Actiyities:-S<.hool Sports Chaplain; Library Committee; Literature Club 
Current Events-Dramatics; Junior Red Cross. , ,, „ ,j • 

Sports:-Ba;^ketball - House; Soccer - School: ^'olleyball - House; SVM 
ming; Tennis. 

Favourite Pastime:—Singing ott-key. 
Theme Song:—"Harbour Lights." . 
Pet Aversion:—People who tell me I m singing ott-key. 

i m -

MARCIA PACA.i , -"Pac" 1052-56''1958-62 
Magog, Quebec . ,, ' 

"How holy people look when they are sea-sick. 
Activities:-School Sports Captain; Junior Prefect 1955-56; Porm Captain 

I I I A IV B; Sports Captain I I I A, IV B, V B; Choir; Glee Club; 
Litera'ture Club; Current Events: Junior Red Cross 

Sports:—Basketball - School; Soccer - School; \ oUeyball - House; Sknng; 
Swimming; Tennis; Badminton. 

Favourite Pastime:—Skiing. 
Pet Aversion:—Pseudo Beatniks. 

J ILL STOCKER—"Stocks" J^'o^oo 
Fredericton, New Brunswick 1959-62 

"Mens Magna In Corpore Magna." 
Activities:—Residence Captain: Library Committee; Glee Club; Literature 

Club; Current Events; Junior Red Cross. 
Sports:—Basketball - House; Soccer - School; Volleyball - House; Bad

minton; Tennis; Swimming; Skating. 
Favourite Expression:—"Calm down Libiiy, don't get flustered!!" 
Ambition:—To sjjeak four languages. 
Probalile Destination:—Havink Trouble Wit De English. 

JOAN WKIHTMAN Rideau 
Montreal West, Quebec 1958-62 

"The flowery way that leads to the broad gate and the great fire." 
Activities:—Residence Captain; Library Committee; Glee Club; Jjitcrature 

CMub; Current Events; Dramatics; Junior Red Cro.ss. 
Si)orts:—Basketball - House; Soccer - House; Volleyball - House; Skiing; 

Tennis; Badminton; Swimming. 
Favourite Exjircssion:—"Oh! Everybody is always picking on me!" 
Anil)ition:—Lab Technician. 
Probable Destination:—A siiecimen for a pathologist. 

LINDA ERASER—"Fraze" Rideau 
Haic Comeau, Quebec 195'7-62 

"Use what talents you possess: The woods would be very silent 
if no birds sang there except those that sang best." 

Activities:—Residence Ca|)tain 1960-61; Glee Club: Public Speaking; 
Literature Club; Current Events; Dramatics; Junior Red Cross Secretary. 

Sports:—Soccer - House; Volleyball - House; Tennis. 
Theme Song:—"You'll Ney(T Walk Alone." 
Ambition:—R.N. 
Probable Destination:—N.R. (Nervous R - R - Reck!!j 
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iWatrits! 
(JILLIAN ANGITS—"Ciill" .Macdonald 
Westmount, Quebec 1959-62 

"Four be the things I'd rather be without; 
Love, curiosity, freckles and doubt." 

Activities:—Choir: Literature Clul); Magazine Committee; Current 
Events; Junior Red Cro.ss. 

Sjiorts:—Basketball - F'orm; SOCC(T - House; Volleyball - House; Skiing; 
Tennis; Badminton. 

Prototype:—Freckles. 
Theme .Song:—"Wake Me When It 's Over." 
Pet Aversion:—People who think that I am small. 

SUSAN BRAINERD—"Bra-a-a-a-a-a-a- inerd" Rideau 
Montreal, Quebec ^ 1957-62 

"Courage mes amies! Le diable est mort." 
Activities:—Library Committee; Magazine Committee; Choir; (jlee Club; 

Literature Club; Current I'^vents; Dramatics; Junior Red Cross. 
Sports:—Basketball - House; iSoccer - Hou.se; Volleyball - House; Tennis; 

Badminton: Skiing. 
Ambition:—To .Speak French, Sjjanish, German fluently. 
Probable Destination:—Speaking Patois, Pidgeon and Pig-latin fluently. 
Pet .\version:—People who spell B ra ine rd wrongly. 

HARRIET D U P O N T — " H a r " Rideau 
\\ 'estmount, Quebec 1958-62 

"A little learning is a dangerous thing. 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian Spring." 

.\ctivities:—Head of Library Committee; Editor of Per Annos: Choir; 
Glee Club; Literature Club; Current Events; Dramatics; Junior Red 
Cross. 

P^avourite Pastime:—Annoying my roommate singing—hymns! 
Theme Song:—"Every Day, I t ' s a-coming Closer." 
Pet Aversion:—People who change the words of "Good News Chariot's 

a Coming" to "(iood News Harriet's a Coming." 

D I A N E G A L E — " D i " Montcalm 
Mackenzie, Briti.sh Guiana _ 1959-62 

"Poor and content is rich-and rich enough." 
Activities:—Library Committee; Literature Club; Current Events; Junior 

Red Cross. 
.Sports:—.Soccer - House; Volleyiiall - Hou.se; .Swimming. 
Favourite Pastime:—Being a friendly chatterbox. 
Ambition:—To be an assistant Kindergarten teacher. 
Pet Aversion:—People who pile all their books on my desk. 

ANN GORDON Montcalm 
Pointe Claire, Quebec 1959-62 

"Dimidium facti qui coepit habet: sapere aude." 
Activities:—Magazine Committee; I.,iterature Club; Current Events; 

Dramatics; Junior Red Cross. 
Sports:—Basketball - House; .Soccer - House; Volleyball - House; Skiing; 

Tennis. 
Prototype:—Frankenstein. 
Ambition:—To make test tube frogs. 
Probable Destination:—Connoisseur of frogs' legs. 

J'^LIZABETH H A M P S O N — " L i b b y " Macdonald 
Montreal, Quebec ' 1958-62 

"Tomorrow I ])iiri)ose to regulate my room. . ." 
Activities:—Library Committee; .Magazine Committee: Literature Club; 

Current Events : Dramatics: Junior Bed Cro.ss. 
.Sports:—Basketball - Form; .Soccer - House; Volleyball - House; Tennis; 

Skiing; Swimming. 
Favourite Expression:—"I'm not late again! . . . Am I ? " 
Favourite Pastime:—Worrying. 
Pet Aversion:—Frizzy Hair. 

http://Hou.se
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„ Montcalm 
ANNE HARRISON J9gg_g2 
Quebec, Quebec n- . 

"Make my coffee strong. 
Activities:-Library Committee; Magazine Committee; Literature Club; 

Current Events; 'Dramatics; Junior Red Cross. ^ „ „ „ . 
Sports:—Basketb-all - Form; Soccer - House; Volleyball - House; iennis : 

Swimming, Badminton. 
Favourite Pastime:—Coffee. 
Pet Aversion:—People who won't finish an argument. 

Macdonald 
1956-62 

HOPE HASLAM—"Op" 
Hamilton, New York, U.S.A. 

"If a man be gracious and courteous to strangers, 
it shows he is a citizen of the world." 

Activities:—Library Committee; Magazine Committee; Choir: Glee Club; 
Literature Club; Current Events: Dramatics; President of Junior 
Red Cross. 

Sports:—Soccer - House; Volleyball - House; Tennis: Skating. 
Theme Song:—"Portrait of my Love." 
Ambition:—Working IN the airlines. 
Probable Destination:—First woman ON the moon! 

illatric Sports! Captain 
Rideau 

1960-62 

Literature 

Skiing; 

ANN P. \TON—"Paton" 
Town of Mount Royal, Quebec 

"A man who trims himself to suit everybody 
will soon whittle himself away." 

Activities:—Sports Captain Matric.; Magazine Committee: 
Clul); Current Events; Junior Red Cro.ss. 

S|)orts:—Basketball - Form; Soccer - School: Volleyball - House 
Swimming; Tennis. 

F'avourite Expression:—"Utter Rot!" 
Theme Song:—"Why Can't the English Learn to Speak." 
Pet .'Vversion:—Peopk' who get up with the bell. 

CYNTHIA PHILPOTT—"Ci ta" Macdonald 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 1960-62 

"A dwarf on a giant's shoulder sees the farther of the two." 
Activities:—Literature Club; Current Events; Junior Red Cross. 
Sports:—Basketball - Form; Soccer - Hou.se; Volleyball - House: Skating: 

Swimming; Skiing; Badminton. 
Favourite Expression:—"^^'ell how 'bout that!" 
Favourite Pastime:—Eating chocolate eclairs for breakfast. 
Pet Aversion:—People who tell me I can't sing. 

To see the Matrics as they used to be, turn to page 29. 
f.f you do not recoynizc them, the list hdow will be a fielp. 

1. ANNE HARRISON 

2. JOANNE HAMILTON 

3. JOYCE LESLIE 

4. MARCIA PACAI^D 

5. MARGARET MATTHKW; 

6. ANIN GORDOIN 

7. JOAN WIGIITMAN 

8. GILL ANGUS 

9. ANN PATCN 

10. IIoi'i; HASLAM 

Pictures Unavail;ib 

11. LiNUA ERASER 
12. J I L L STOCKER 

13. CATHY STEWART 

14. SHAUN O ' B R I E N 

15. SANDY M I L L E R 

16. LIBBY HAMPSON 

17. .SUE BRAINERD 

18. RosiTA CARIDI 
19. HARRIET DUPONT 

20. SuANN CROSS 
CITA PHILPOTT and Dr GALE. 

http://Hou.se


K I N G ' S H A L L , C O M P T O N 11 

tli)t ^cf)ool Hear 

1961 

School Opened for the Christmas Term Sept. 12 
Appointment of Prefects Sept. 15 
Films on K.H.C. during the war, and Miss Menzies' travel pictures Sept. 16 
Matric. Field Day and Garden Party Sept. 24 
Thanksgiving Week-end Oct. 7-9 
Soccer Match — B.C.S. Prep. vs. K.H.C. at K.H.C Oct. 18 
Soccer Match — Bishop's Univer.sity Girls vs. K.H.C. at K.H.C Oct. 20 
Tea Dance at B.C.S Oct. 28 
Bishop's University Plays Nov. 3 
Soccer Match — Bishop's University Girls vs. K.H.C. at Bishop's University Nov. 6 
Hallowe'en Supper and Party Nov. 10 
Soccer Match — Staff vs. Matrics Nov. 15 
Musical Evening at B.C.S Nov. 18 
The Red Cross Bazaar Nov. 25 
Aliss Hazel's Talk Nov. 25 
National Ballet Campany of Canada Nov. 28 
Swimming Gala Dec. 1 
Carol Service, Extracts from "A Christmas Carol" by the Juniors, Christmas Party Dec. 10 
School Closed for Christmas Vacation Dec. 14 

1962 

School Re-opened for Easter Term Jan. 9 
"Charley's Aunt" — Lennoxville Players Jan. 25 
Mid-year Exams Jan. 31 - Feb. 6 
"Alcan" Movies Feb. 9 
"Macbeth" — B.C.S Feb. 10 
Slides on Russia — Mr. Charles Hart Feb. 24 
Slides on Africa — Miss P. J. N. Robinson Feb. 25 
Annual School Dance Mar. 3 
Snow Sculpturing Contest Mar. 13 
French Plays by Juniors Mar. 18 
Bishop's University Glee Club at K.H.C Mar. 19 
School Closed for Easter Vacation Mar. 21 - Apr. 5 
Sugaring-off at Mr. Johann's Apr. 11 
African Movies by Mr. M. Deucing Apr. 14 
Red Cross Evening Apr. 29 
Confirmation May 12 
Invitation Dance — B.C.S May 19 
Final School Examinations May 29 - June 5 
School Closing June 6-7 
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THE MATRIC. GARDEN PARTY 

Eveiyone rushed towards the old .soccer field. It 
was Sunday, September the twenty-fourth. The 
Matrics. had organized many energetic activities: 
one-hundred dashes — junior, intermediate, and 
senior; sack races, played in the same divisions; a 
hilarious obstacle race — up, down and over pro
truding articles; and finally a junior and senior 
relay. 

When we girls were huffing and pufhng from our 
performances, though immensly relieved by Mr. 
Burt's tingling lemonade, our hearty and robust 
Prefects won an almighty tug-of-war against the 
Staff. 

Mi.ss Gillard presented the victorious players 
with their well-earned ribbons for placing first, 
.second, and third. The girl with the most ribbons 
received a special prize. 

At the end, after the sports, the weary players 
trooped into the school, bagged all the baths and 
showers in sight, and began to put on their line 
regalia for the Garden Party. 

Most people had spent the previous day labo
riously manufacturing head gear for the occasion. 
No one could join the .social gathering without a 
hat made by herself from Iving's Hall raw materials. 
At five o'clock all were assembled in front of ALss 
Gillard's hou.se with their pretty frocks, gloves, and 
"Christian Dior" hats. A special note must be 
made of the Staff, who looked extra chic in tlnMi-
personally-made chapeau. 

The Matrics. were very pleasing hostesses, 
bending to our ever}' demand. They had spent 
many days in the Household Science Laboratory, 
making ample supplies of delicious goodies cakes, 
cookies, and sandwiches lo .serve with tea and 
milk. 

iCvery form paraded around the lawn with their 
ma.sterpieces sitting on their heads. The honourable 
judges were Miss Gillard, Mr. and Mrs. Poliei-ts, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Gilpin-Brown. In each form 
prizes were awarded to the owner of the prettiest 
hat and to the owner of the most original one. It 
was an extremely hard choice to make since every
one's hat was \'ery dashing as well as \-cry attrac
tive. 

K.H.C. snuggled into bed, rather replete, very 
happy and slightly drow.sy after such a thoroughly 
enjoyable day. 

ELIZABETH COOK, VI A. 

MISS HAZEL'S TALK 
On Sunday, November the twenty-fifth, Miss 

Hazel came to King's Hall to tell us about the 
work of the Sunday School by van. This is a home 
mission organization which works among Western 
Canadians who live in remote places where there is 
no Anglican Church or Sunday School. The vans 
bring Sunday School to them, teaching the children 
the exact lessons that urban children have in their 
regular Sunday Schools. Miss Hazel showed us a 
series of slides in which we saw the A'ans with their 
drivers, the teachers, the various routes followed, 
and groups of .students in a number of different 
places. 

Each van must haA'c two people, a teacher and 
an experienced dri\'er who niust also be a skilled 
mechanic, since there are no garages in the remote 
roads on which the vans operate. The workers live 
among the people whom they are instructing. We 
learned that the activities of the.se mi.ssionaries are 
not a bit dull, but are full of excitement and chal
lenge. 

The progress made in the last ten years is in
credible. I am sure I am not the only one who failed 
to realize how much missionary work there is to 
be done in Canada. .\ft(M' the enlightening talk, 
Catherine Stewart presented Miss Hazel with a 
che(|ue from the girls as our contribution to the 
splendid work of this missionary organization. 

CAROLIXK AUCHER, VI A. 

- ^ ' ^ ^ 

THE TEA DANCE AT B.C.S. 
The bus pulled in, excitement ran through the 

ranks, and everyone was teiuse as the line-up began. 
The enemy was waiting at the bottom of the 
pa.ss (age). The leadei' shouted "Forward," and the 
comrades maiched into the Tea Dance. 
By no\y the new recruits were almost frantic, but 
the old veteraiLs knew the procedure well. Innally 
the much dreaded "introductions" were over and 
as the opposing sides relaxed a little, the battle got 
into full swing. The rivalry sub.sided as the battle 
neared half-time and the rations started to (dis) 
appear from the mess table. After several hours of 
battle the trumpets of both sides blew retreat, 
the leaders deciding it was a tie. The recruits 
fatigued, flopped into their bus seats while the 
veterans gabbled about the b(>st battle they had 
ever fought thei'e! 

LALAGE WKIGHT, VI A. 

WiLLA M A G E E 
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HALLOWE'EN 
All Forms and Staff participated this year in the 

Hallowe'en skits and supper. The dining-room, 
decorated by the VI B's, and a delicious meal 
contributed to the gay spirits. The climax of suppei-
was reached when three of the Staff — Miss Reid, 
Miss J. Macdonald, and Miss Robinson, sang some 
very entertaining Scottish songs, which were en
joyed by all. 

Everyone then collected in the gym to watch and 
perform little skits. The Staff' commenced the 
evening by a gym lesson with Miss Menzies. This 
was followed by several shows put on by each of 
the Forms as follows: IV A, "We Want Rain"; 
V B, "A Variety Show," in which they both danced 
and sang; V A, "A Hallowe'en Night on the Upper 
Corridor," visiting, of course!! VI B, "What did 
Delaware ?" (They acted and .sang the song). VI A, 
"Chicjuita Banana, "(they also put actions into 
each verse as they sang it), and finally the Matrics. 
repre.sented Nursery Rhymes. Pinkie Sturgeon 
then sang several solos and the evening ended with 
the whole school having a ".sing-song." Each girl 
received a chocolate bar before she wearily went up 
to bed after a very enjoyable evening. 

PATRICIA BALLOCH, VI A. 

NATIONAL BALLET REPORT 
Thursday, November 28th, was the night that 

the National Ballet of Canada gave a performance 
at the Granada Theatre in Sherbrooke. We were 
fortunate enough to be able to attend it. Having 
arrived in good time we waited for the ballet to 
begin. While the orchestra was tuning up, our 
excitement mounted as we wondered what to 
expect. 

Finally the curtain ro.se to show us the first part 
of a most entertaining evening. About six or seven 
numbers were danced. Some were parts taken from 
classical ballets and from modern ones. Unfortun
ately the stage was not large enough for big-group 
dancing. 

Though most of the dances told a story there 
was one modern number which had no plot, and 
you could make your own interpretation of it — 
which we did! The dances were all done well and 
were enjoyable. A dance about a cat and a wolf 
amused us very much. 

Although the performance lasted until one 
o'clock (our time) with two intermissions, we were 
not too tired to discuss the events of our wonderful 
evening as we were driven back in the buses. 

JANE COLLIN, VI A. 

U.B.C. PLAYS 
On November third, .some of the .senior students 

attended the festival of short plays put on by the 
dramatic .society of Bishop's Univer.sity. The plays 
presented were "The Devil and Daniel Webster," 
a delightful comedy; "Hang Over thy Head," 
and a modernized ver.sion of "Antigone," the 
Greek tragedy. To recreate the atmosphere of 
ancient Greece, the seats were arranged in a semi
circle as they were in the theatre of Dionysus in 
Athens. All who went found it a most enjoyable 
evening's entertainment. 

HARRIET DTJPONT, Matric. 

THE V A PLAYS 
Much to the delight of the school, on March 16 

the V A's put on two plays, "The Rose and the 
Cross" by Clifford Bax and "The Ugly Duckling" 
by A. A. Milne. 

"The Rose and the Cro.ss" was the more serious 
of the two. The main roles were played by Polly 
Wiessner, Victoria Stewart, and Judith Stairs, who 
all acted as if thej^ had been born and bred in the 
parts. The story is about a young girl, Francesca, 
who had to choose between the serious life of her 
sister Pia and the gay, carefree life of her si.ster 
GLselda. After trying both kinds of life she realizes 
that neither of the extremes is the best; a happy 
medium is what .she needs. The play ends with 
Francesca holding the rose, the .symbol of gaiety, 
in one hand and the cross, the symbol of the 
ascetic life, in the other. 

The .second play, the well-known "Ugly Duck
ling" brought much amusement to the whole 
school. Beverley Bryant played the part of the 
king, and every movement had something humo
rous about it. The other main parts were played 
by Susan Buchan, the queen; Lee Elson, the Ugly 
Duckling; Joan Aitken, Prince Simon; and Cathe
rine Lawson, the Cockney maid. The story is 
about a princess who is considered ugly by every
one, even her parents, but who has been secretly 
told that she is really beautiful and that the man 
who truly loves her will see her beauty. Her des
tined husband is Prince Simon. The wooing and the 
way the marriage is arranged constitute a humorous 
and charming surprise. The play was terribly 
funny. Most of the audience left the Prep. Hall 
with tears running down their faces from laughing 
so hard. 

Miss Menzies directed the plays and I think 
everyone would agree that she and the V A's 
achieved a truimph. 

PATRICIA BALLOCH, VI A, 
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CHARLEY'S AUNT 
If ever a play was designed to cheer us up before 

exams, it was "Charley's Aunt." It was produced 
by the Lennoxville Players in the B.C.S. gym, and 
we went to see it on Friday, the twenty-sixth of 
January. When we arrived, we were a worried, over-
studied group of girls. We left with aching sides and 
happy hearts. To say that it was funny is an under
statement. It was hilarious. What made it all the 
more enjoyable was the obvious fact that the 
players enjoyed producing it just as much as the 
audience enjoyed seeing it. 

An added source of interest was the appearance 
of two of our Staff in the cast — Miss Menzies as 
Ela Delahay, and Miss Hewson as Amy Spettigue. 
We all thought that they, along with the rest of 
the cast, played tremendously well. 

I know that I am speaking not only for my.self, 
but for every girl from King's Hall who went to 
see this play, when I say that "Charley's Aunt" was 
a success. 

ESTHER FRANKLIN, VI A. 

THE B.C.S. MACBETH 
The more familiar one is with a Shakespearean 

play the more one enjoys it. This was true of the 
B.C.S. MACBETH, mo.st admirably produced by 
Mr. Lewis Evans. The Matrics. had studied 
MACBETH intensively, and the other K.H.C. 
P'orms had been introduced to it by their English 
mistre.s.ses, by Lamb, and by recordings. It was 
therefore with .some background of knowledge and 
with genuine anticipation that on I'ebruary 10, 
the School, from VI B to Matric, drove over to 
B.C.S. 

The first scene of the play made a tremendous 
impact on the audience, the witches being pre-
.sented most imaginatively. In fact the settings were 
all so imaginative that we were easily carried into 
the weird twilight land of Macbeth . The scenes 
were changed (juickly and dramatically by changes 
in hghting; thus the disrupting return to "reality" 
was reduced to a minimum. 

The interpretation of the plot was powerful, 
without any visible striving after effect. The young 
actors and actresses (the latter borrowed from the 
Lennoxville High School) deserve our praise for 
theii' naturalness and for their clear diction. The 
.small details of gesture and stage business had the 
finish which comes from clear planning and a.ssi-
duous practice. Thank you, B.C.S. We came, we 
.saw, we enjoyed and admired. 

MR. DEUCING'S 
ILLUSTRATED LECTURE 

Here we were at last! We were on our way to 
Africa with one of the best wild-life photographers 
in the world. Our tour started on the Serengeti 
Plain in the drought season. We travelled with 
the wildebeeste on the long trek to water. We were 
shown how animals can live in times of danger and 
the amazing ways some escape the creatures who 
are hunting them, while at the same time catching 
their own prey. We saw the ways of life of many 
of the African beasts, from the wallowing hippo
potamus to the tree-top-nibbling giraffe. Finally 
when the lion's tug-of-war over the zebra skull 
faded away and Mr. Deucing's amusing talk ended, 
it was hard to realize we were all in the Prep. Hall 
watching only a movie. 

ANNE GORDON, Matric. 

VI A LITERATURE CLUB 
This year the VI A's began with an inferiority 

complex about literature in general. Quotations 
flew over our heads at a steady rate. What was 
needed was an introduction to literature unfamiliar 
to us but well-known to the average adult. Miss 
iMacLeniian and VI A had a discussion. What did 
we decide ? A literary e\-ening once a week was in 
order. 

The hrst night we read and discussed a few 
modern poems and essays, and said something 
about their authors. The introduction was a plea-
.sant one. Stephen Leacock's "A.B.C." made a great 
hit with us. Remember the time when Miss Keith 
and the dogs arrived, by accident, just in time for 
Mi.ss Keith to tell us what a "parallelopoid" was? 
However, Miss MacLennan can answer all our 
ordinary ciuestions. 

Next we concentrated on Barrie's "Mary Rose," 
which strongly appealed to us all. Many were the 
speculations aliout "the end," as the bell invariably 
halted the reading at a dramatic point. 

We have not always had to do our own reading 
however. Our interpretations of Shake.speare would 
probably "move his bones." We have a good coL 
lection of records and have heard — or hope to 
hear — Julius Caesar, Macbeth, The Tempest , 
Romeo and Juliet, and a condensed version of 
Hamlet. A translation of parts of Euripides' 
Medea is also on the programme. 

Our Tuesday evening rendez-vous have been a 
great success, and genuinely appreciated. 

CATHERINE WOOTTON, VI A. 
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THE RECITAL AT THE B.C.S. CHAPEL 
On Sunday afternoon, I'ebruary 18, the music 

lovers of Compton attended a concert in the B.C.S. 
Chapel, given jointly by the pianist Miss Betty 
Dawson and the B.C.S. choir, and as.sisted by the 
organist, Mrs. Bell. Miss Dawson, a former Comp-
tonite, delighted us with her sparkling performance 
of the First Movement of one of Mozart's few 
piano concertos. The B.C.S. choir master. The Rev. 
Mr. LI. G. Forster helped us to understand and 
appreciate the mu.sic by giving a short explanation 
of each composition. Air. Forster also directed the 
choir in the beautiful chorus from Handel's "Mes
siah" — "Since by man came death. "Two boy 
sopranos sang the solos "Art thou troubled?" 
and" I know that my Redeemer liveth. "We 
also greatly enjoyed Mrs. Bell's "First Movement" 
of Schuman's "Concerto in A Minor." It formed a 
most interesting contrast to the piano Concerto 
with which the programme had opened. 

The hour of mu.sic was intensely appreciated. We 
all hope that the B.C.S. choir will give another 
concert next year. 

SANDRA HAMILTON, VI A. 

PUBLIC SPEAKING 
I t was VI A and VA that were particularly in

terested in public speaking this year, some of the 
other I'^orms concentrating more on different acti
vities. The V A's gave a number of short speeches 
in their composition classes. When they had gained 
.some experience and confidence they had a Public 
Speaking Evening, attended by Miss Gillard and 
some of the Staff. The j^oung speakers were imagi
native and humorous as well as amazinglj^ well-
informed. They are planning a second Evening, 
open to the school. 

The VI A's did some debating as well as public 
speaking. We had three debates, with Miss 
Robinson acting as Madam Chairman. The public 
speaking was directed by Miss MacLennan. After 
about fifteen girls had made five-minute speeches 
before members of their own class, ten were chosen 
to speak in the Prep. Hall before the whole school. 
Susan Clark was in the chair. The speeches were 
entertaining and informative. Many told of unusual 
places the speakers had visited. From among these 
speakers Elizabeth Cook was chosen to represent 
King's Hall at the St. Francis District semi-finals 
of the AIcGill Alumnae Association Public Speaking 
Competition for High School Girls of Quebec 
Province. Elizabeth's speech, "Medical Folklore" 
won her the privilege of representing the St. 

Francis District in the finals, held in the Redpath 
Library of McGill on February 28th. Although 
Elizabeth did not "place" in this competition she 
spoke well and was complimented on her diction 
and her "poise on the stage." We are proud of her. 

Another Public Speaking Evening is being 
planned. I know that we all got a lot of enjoyment 
and learned a great deal from the debates and the 
different speeches. We should like to thank all the 
Staff who helped and encouraged us in our efforts. 

FRANCES BUDDEN, VI A. 

-4^n^ 

THE LIBRARY REPORT 
If you look into the lounge any evening after 

Prep, you will undoubtedly see a large number 
around the television and radio, but you will see 
almost as many centred around the bookshelves 
and the two girls on Library Duty. The School has 
been really enthusiastic about reading this year. I t 
seems that almost everybody in VI A and VI B 
wanted to join the Library committee; consequently 
Ave have a very big one. The girls on the Com
mittee have two special duties. Each is responsible 
for keeping one Library shelf in perfect order 
throughout the year, and each must take a turn 
"On Duty" once in every two weeks. The Library 
is open for exchange of books for about fifteen 
minutes every day except Sunda3^ The girls on 
the committee are also supposed to be familiar 
enough with the books on the shelves to advise 
those seeking "a good book." 

One of the special Library problems is book-
mending. We have arranged it so that if anyone 
finds a book that needs mending she puts it in a 
special cupboard in the lounge. On Saturday some 
volunteers from the Committee collect the week's 
accumulation and mend them. 

During the first term the Head of the Library 
Committee was Harriet Dupont, assisted by Anne 
Harrison and Hope Ha.slam. Being Alatrics. these 
girls had to resign at Christmas, and their places 
were taken by Anne Evans, Head, and Sandra 
Hamilton, Assistant — both of VI A. We all agree 
in congratulating Harriet and her assistants on their 
enthusiasm, efficiency, and tact. 

Sandra and I should like to thank all the girls 
on the Library Committee for their co-operation 
and hard work. They made our task pleasant and 
not too difficult. 

A N N E EVANS. 
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RED CROSS 

This year has been a very succes.sful one for the 
Red Cro.ss, thanks to the enthusiasm and hard work 
of all the Comptoni tes . Everyone .seems to have 
shown great interest in our many projects and I 
feel t ha t each girl has understood more fully the 
importance of the work of the Red Cross. 

On November 4th, I went to a Junior Red Cro.ss 
High School Conference in Montreal . This con
ference was a t tended b}' representatives of the dif
ferent schools in Quebec Province. I was very much 
impressed with the many films, speeches and dis
cussions heard in those few hours. At this con
ference I was asked to give a talk on "The Necessity 
of Kni t ted and Sewn Garments for Distribution 
All Over the World." About two weeks later, in 
report ing to the school about the meeting, I tried 
to express the feeling we should all have towards 
the Red Cross; we should want to help others of 
our own free will, and not because we are forced 
to do so. 

We were for tunate in being able to procure some 
very good Red Cross swimming films — which 
proved to be much enjoyed by all. 

All the girls co-operated in our various raffles and 
money-making projects. On Thanksgiving week
end, we had a Red Cross Raffle. The prizes were as 
follows: first, a paint ing by Susan Brainerd; second, 
delicious home-made fudge, and third, a pillow 
in the form of a stuffed animal. The eyes were 
gold for Macdonald, the no.se dark blue for Rideau 
and the mouth light blue for Montcalm. These 
features were shaped as much as possible like their 
respective House Crests. 

Jus t before the Chris tmas holidays we had a 
Chr is tmas Bazaar. It took place in the gym and 
had such booths as a fishpond, a fortune teller's, a 
penny-throw and a gues.s-the-weight. We al.so had 
as enter ta inment , a skit given by three of our 
new Staff, Miss Reed, Mi.ss J. Macdonald, and 
Miss Robinson. There were also many goodies to 
buy, such as taffy-apples and cookies made in the 
Household Science Lab. We even had a Santa 
Claus a t the door giving lollipops to all. The bazaar 
was most succes.sful. 

At the beginning of the final term, a raffle was 
held. This was a rose-coloured .sweater with angora 
t r imming knit ted by Mrs. Montfort Haslam and 
won by Su.san McCain. A final raffle is planned for 
later in this te rm — two hand-woven skirt lengths 
mo,st kindly donated by Mrs. A. W. Sturgeon. 

R E P O R T 

Throughout the year m a n y of the Fo rms had 
special projects to earn money for the Red Cross. 
The IV A's held a most succes.sful Cake Raffle; the 
X B's took up a silver collection a t their weekly 
Red Cross meetings, when JNIrs. Elliott would read 
to them as they .sewed or kni t ted . The V A's ptit 
on two excellent plays and charged admission in 
aid of the Red Cross, while six ot the V A's earned 
an extra $1.47 by cleaning shoes. As the magazine 
goes to press the VI B's are prepar ing a play and 
intend to give us the proceeds. Here it is in order 
to correct an error inadver ten t ly made in last year ' s 
magazine. The then \ A's — present VI B 's — had 
earned 135.00 for the Red Cro.ss. We regret t h a t 
they were credited with only $4.00. 

Over the holidays each girl in the school was 
asked to buy a .school supply, such as rulers, 
crayons, notebooks, etc. to fill a chest for a Greek 
school we adopted through the Red Cross. The 
.school is the E lementa ry !~^chool of x\sites Ano, and 
is located in Gortynos, on the Island of Crete . 

While these extra CA'cnts were going on, (^ach 
person in the school was making as many ga rments 
as pos.sible, or stuffing animals, or making scrap-
books. Some of the f o r m s met once a week with 
their Form Mistresses, while others, such as the 
Matrics. , worked independent ly when they were 
able to spare the time from their class work. Most 
of the clothes would not have been finished without 
the help of Mademoiselle Gauthier , who not only 
superA-ised the sewing, but axhised us and helped us 
to organize all the Red Cro.ss work. On April 29th 
we had our annual Red Cro.ss I']\ening. I t was won
derful and the articles which the various Forms 
made were excellent. The Staff were also very kind 
in giA'ing us many articles they had made dur ing the 
year, for all of which we are very grateful. 

I .should like to thank all the Staff and the girls, 
especially Ihose on the Red Cross Commit tee , for 
helping to make this year so successful. The Com
mittee members are as follows: President , Hope 
Ha.slam; (leneral Secretary, Nicola Druce ; VI B 
Repres(>ntative, Ger t rude Leslie; V A Representa
tive, Victoria S tewar t ; V B and IV A Represen ta 
tive, Nora Dean Dohney. 

Before closing, may 1 wish the best of luck to 
next year 's President. I feel sure t ha t she will 
enjoy her job as much as I have done, because all 
the girls here are willing to work for such an 
impor tan t cause as the Junior Red Cross. 
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Financial S ta tement 

Money Raised: 
Raffle at Thanksgiving $ 58.27 
Chri.stmas Bazaar 126.00 
IV A Cake Raffle 53.05 
Sweater Raffle 40.00 
[Money rai.sed by V B 17.00 
Money rai.sed by V A 18.47 

Total $ 312.79 

Expenditures and Disbursements: 
Enrolment $ 16.00 
Calendars 1.00 
Greek School Adoption 20.00 
Sent to Miss How 100.00 

Total Expenditures $ 137.00 

Funds on Hand, May 1962 — $175.79 

Respectfully submitted, 
H O P E HASLAM, President. 

-^"^^ 

HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE REPORT 
All girls from IV A to "\''I B inclusive take one 

hour of Household Science a week. The purpo.se 
of this course is to teach each girl the essentials of 
sewing, knitting, and — in the senior Forms — 
cooking. Each girl is taught to do neat work. Any 
problems she has are solved by AlUe Gauthier. 

The girls of IV A and V B concentrated on sewing 
and knitting. They learned how to cut out pattei'us 
and to follow knitting instructions. They have pro
duced many beautifully knitted scarves, mittens, 
and hats. They also sewed by hand baby pants, a 
few dresses, and some nighties. They arc to be 
congratulated on their enthusiasm and on the great, 
progre.ss they made in Household Science during 
the year. 

The V A's were introduced to cooking this year, 
while the VI B's did some advanced cooking, 
making such items as delicious cakes, muffins, 
salads, and various egg dishes. In their sewing 
classes the VI B's made many blouses, skirts, and 
pyjamas as well as knitting many articles. 

There is a special Household Science course for 
girls who wish to major in this subject. The course 
starts in VI B and continues through to Matric. 
Seven girls are taking it, of whom four just started 
this year. They did advanced sewing and cooking 
by themselves, though naturally they consulted 
Allle Gauthier, were advLsed by her, and had their 

work judged by her. Each girl in the Special 
classes made at least one dress or skirt, besides 
numerous other articles. The cooking they did was 
chiefly cakes and candies. 

The great enthusiasm foi' Household Science and 
the success achieved are due to Mile Gauthier's 
cheerfulness and her readiness to help, outside 
cla.ss hours as well as during lessons. Much of the 
work produced in the Household Science cla.s.ses 
was contributed to the Red Cross, and Mademoi
selle let nothing pass until it was "perfect." In 
fact she herself put the "finishing touches" on 
countless Red Cross contributions. We thank her 
most deeply and sincerely. 

JULIA CLARKE, VI B H.Sc. 

MISS CHAMBERLAIN'S 
DANCING CLASSES 

Since 1959 Miss Chamberlain has been con
ducting ballet and ballroom clas.ses once a week 
at K.H.C. This year she introduced Modern Stage 
as well to a large group of excited weight reducers, 
and dancing enthusiasts. 

On Thursdays dancing begins at three o'clock 
in the afternoon, with a large Junior Ballroom class. 
This class is intended to give forty-five minutes of 
instruction in various useful dancing steps, such 
as the waltz, the cha-cha, and others. The Modern 
Stage class is held next — a forty-five minute 
period in which the body is exercised intensively 
from head to toe; this is especially good for co
ordination. 

The Ballet cla.ss follows. It comprises .six students, 
of whom foiu- plan to take the Grade four examina
tion on May ninth. These girls have only an hour 
a week, but they work hard under Mi.ss Chamber
lain's critical eye. Those preparing for the exam, 
were able to attend a ballet class in Miss Chamber
lain's Montreal studio during the Easter holidays. 
Miss Hewson, who plays the accompaniments for 
the IModern Stage and ballet, has most kindly 
taught the girls the musical knowledge necessaiy 
for the exam. 

The last dancing class of the afternoon is the 
Senior Ballroom, for six girls who took Junior 
Ballroom last year and are now practising a more 
difficult variety of steps. 

Miss Chamberlain has done wonders in giving 
us some understanding and knowledge of dancing 
in its dift'erent forms. We should like to thank her 
for making the classes so stimulating and fasci
nating. We thoroughly enjoyed them. 

SHIREEN FINCH, VI A. 
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T H E CHOIR REPORT 
After listening to many sfjueaky voices and fiat 

scales. Miss Macdonald finally selected the choir 
of 1961-62. It consists of twenty-five members — 
six first sopranos, twelve second sopranos, and 
seven altos, with a few substi tutes. Our Crucifer 
this year is Catherine Stewart , and when she is 
absent, Joanne Hamilton. 

During the fir.st term our efi'orts were concen
trated on preparing the Chris tmas anthems. The 
ones we sang this year were as follows: "Gloria in 
Excelsis D e o " ; a Latin round, "Beside the Cradle" ; 
a chorale, "Lo, How a Rose e'er Blooming," from 
Bach's Chris tmas Oratorio; and "The Little Road 
to Bethlehem." On the last Sa turday of term the 
choir got up at six o'clock and went carolling to the 
School, the Staff House, the Junior Cottage, Ihe 
Rectory, and Mr. and Mrs. Gilpin-Brown's. 

In the second term the choir was invited to St. 
Cieorge's Anglican Church in Lennoxville. On 
Palm Sunday, April 15, we assisted at the morning 
service there. Our anthems were "O Holy .lesu" and 
"I Waited for the Lord," by Mendelssohn, in which 
a .solo was sung by Pinkie Sturgeon. As Easter was 
late this year we were back at .school for it. During 
the service on Easter Sunday we sang an "Alle
luia" with ]-*inkle taking the solo part . 

The choir would like to thank Miss Macdonald 
for her enthusiasm and all the encouragement she 
gave us, though we must often have tried her 
patience. We enjoyed our year thoroughly. 

S H I R E E N F I X C H . VI A, 

SENIOR C U R R E N T EVENTS REPORT 
This year we had a different type of CurnMit 

Invents meeting because the Xews Magazine pro
gramme, which we used to watch, was changed to 
a time when it was impossible for us to see it. We 
found the new sort of meeting much more inte
resting than the old. I t consisted of talks on the 
Soviet Union, our main theme for the year. F^ach 
Friday evening either Miss Morris or Miss 
Robinson spoke to us. Miss Robinson gave very 
informative lectures on the geography of Russia, 
pointing out the advantages and disadvantages of 
its position; she al.so explained the various "Five-
Year P lans" and the eft'ect they had on the nation 
and its people. 

Mi.ss Morris 's talks were on a diff'erent aspect of 
Russia, the history of the country, beginning with 
the Princes of Moscow and leading up to the 
present day. As the talks progi'cssed, Miss Morris 
made clear the events which had led to the o\'er-
throw of the Czars and to the conditions prevailing 
to-day. 

In about the middle of February, Charles Har t , 

the brother of one of the girls, showed slides illus
t ra t ing his recent tr ip to the Soviet L'''nion. These 
gave an idea of the living condit ions of some of the 
Russian people and also a glimpse of some of their 
impressive modern archi tecture . 

Although we studied only one coun t ry we have 
learned a good deal about it and have, perhaps, 
gained a bet ter unders tanding of Ru,s.sia's pro
blems and policies. ,IOYCE L E S L I E , Mat r ic . 

JUNIOR CURRENT EVENTS 
The y A and \ ' l B Current Even t s groups were 

diiT'cted by Miss Menzies. Each of these Forms 
met once a week, and like the Senior group, each 
had a special s tudy project, a l though m a n y other 
subjects were also discussed. 

The \T B's studied the need for nuclear dis
armament , while the ^' A's s tudied aspects of life 
in contemporary Russia, including religion, educa
tion, agricultuie and industry. Miss Menzies gave 
short talks to each group and directed the discus
sions. Different girls reported to the group on 
various books or articles they had read. The 
e\-enings st imulated interest and should help the 
girls to think more deeply and critically while 
reading the news. .\ll thank Miss Menzies \ -erymuch. 

A R T R E P O R T 
This year, "Chez Art is te" was under the super-

\-ision of Miss Beaton, who comes to us from Saint 
John, New Brunswick. Sp(-cial Art is, of cour.se, still 
going .strong, and every Wednesday afternoon finds 
many eager s tudents expr(\ssing th(Mnselves in the 
studio. 

Decorations lor special occasions are not to be 
forgotten. This year, the Hallowe'en decorat ions — 
done by the \ ' l B's were good and very realistic, 
what with a group of pumpkins s tepping th rough a 
pumpkin 's mouth , and coming face to face with a 
caldi'on surrounded by wonderfully made black 
cats, hats and many other horrors pinned tf) the 
wall. It was really well done. The Formal Dec(u-a-
lions were made by the VI A's, with the theme of 
"Around the World in Eighty Day.s." Thei r 
many brightly coloured posters" of almost every 
country imaginable gave it a gay and c^xciting 
atmosphere. 

All in all, it has fx-pn a very good year foi' Art . 
Th(« ar t room is always full of dift'erent types of 
pictures: water-colour, poster-paint , charcoal and 
mk sketches, done by all the s tudents . Design 
has been especially stressed. On th(> whole every
thing has been very good and we t h a n k Miss 
Beaton for the help, advice, and c h e e r t h a t she 
has given to us all. 

E L I Z A B E T H H A M P S O N , Ma t r i c . 

file:///-ision
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A 

G I L L ANGUS—Spci'ial -Art 

TRUDY LESLIE—VI B . 

KATHY 

WiCKSON 

VI B . 

CATHY COOK—VI B. 

SUE BRAINERD—Special Art 

t i i 4 VKiS 

BRIDGET BLACKADER—VI B. JOY BALLOCIC—V A. 
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SPORTS CAPTAINS' REPORT 

Sports at King's Hall started early in the first 
term as the Matric. Entertainment was turned into 
a Sports Day, in which the whole school parti
cipated. Very soon afterwards the soccer team was 
picked and on behalf of the whole team we wish to 
thank Miss Keyzer and Miss Menzies for the inte
rest and hard work which they put into the coaching 
of the team. The enthusiasm showed by the girls 
was brought out by the fact that despite the "Rip-
Van-Winklish" tendencies of most of us, many 
could be seen running around the school or prac
tising on the soccer held just after the rising bell! 
We feel that these efforts were rewarded in our 
games with liishop's University and B.C'.iS. There 
was also a game l)etween the Staff' and the Matrics. 
which kept the Matrics. on theii' toes all the time 
and proved to be a very even fight! 

A Swimming Gala was held in the first term for 
Hou.se points; amusement was provided for spec
tators when .several contestants fell in before the 
"On your mark! Get set! Go!" The diving 
drew many "Oohs" and "Ahs" from the audience. 
The "Gala" was so succes.sful that we are thinking 
of having another in the very near future. 

Basketball and badminton, which are usually 
played in the .second term, were cut short by exams. 

and the 'flu. However, a great deal of inter-
House volleyball was played in the last few weeks 
of term. 

Skiing started later than usual, snow conditions 
were poor until nearly half-term. However, ski en
thusiasts were able to visit Hillcrest regularly after 
that to improve their style and acquire the 'rosj^ 
cheeks' so dear to Miss Gillard's heart. 

We are looking forward to much activity on the 
tennis courts, and already many would-be "Wimble
don" champions have entered the tennis tourna
ments. 

Despite tlie traditional groans at the very 
mention of "Hou.se Games," a miraculous change 
occurs once the school en masse is collected in the 
gym. The spirit of all is outstanding. 

The Magazine has to go to press before we can 
announce which Hou.se won the Sports Cup. One 
thing we can say, however, "If a cup were given 
for good-sportsmanship and effort — regardless of 
totals — each House would have one." 

Your enthusiasm for sports has made it a very 
happy year for both of us. The best of luck to 
next year's Sports Captains. 

Love, 
SANDY and MARCIA. 

http://Hou.se
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SOCCER REPORT 
With the lovely autumn weather this year the 

soccer season was good. Nearly eveiy afternoon, 
including Saturdays and Sundays, girls were on the 
field practising. During the first term we played 
three games: one with B.C.S. at K.H.C., and two 
with the B.U. Women's team, one at the Uni
versity and the other here. We remained unbeaten 
(but not by much!) 

Through the games and the practices shouts of 
"Accelerate" and "Down in a line . . . ohh" could 
be heard. They were from Miss Keyzer and Miss 
Menzies, our two coaches, whom we should like 
to thank very much for spending so much time 
training us and being so patient with us. We all 
hope that next year will be as successful and as 
much fun as this year has been. 

AxToxiA \ \ ' K I ( ; H T , VI B. 

-^^^'^ 

SKATING AND SKIING REPORT 
Because of the weather we had more skating than 

skiing this year. The skating began as soon as we 
returned in January and it kept up until almost the 
end of term. The rink was kept clear and fiooded. 
Girls got out on the ice with hockey sticks; though 
there were no organized games, we had fun with 
our impromptu ones. Many were on the rink on 
Friday nights after Prep., but of cour.se most of the 
skating took place after classes in the afternoons 
and on Saturday and Sunday afternoons. When the 
thaw came in the middle of March, the skates were 
packed away for use next year. 

It was oiil.y during the last five weeks of term 
that we had enough snow for skiing. The farm hill 
across the road was in use quite a bit and many 
girls went cross-countiy skiing. I t was four weeks 
before the end of term that we hrst went to Hill-
crest. Conditions just had not been favourable. 
From then on, however, every I'orm had about an 
hour a week there. Each Form was divided into two 
or three groups according to ability. The beginners 
were given instruction, and the more advanced 
people skied with an instructor. After our hour on 
the hills we would all go into the restaurant to 
warm up with hot dogs and cocoa. Hillci-est was 
great fun while the snow lasted. Here's hoping fur 
a better crop of snow next winter. 

SWIMMING REPORT 

After the whole school had been divided into 
groups last October, swimming was staffed at 
K.FI.C. Frequent shouts of "Relax, kick! Relax 
kick!" were heai'd from the pool as Miss Alenzies 
ably coached us in breast-stroke, back-crawl, front-
crawl, and butterfly. .Miss Menzies also taught us a 
new stroke, one that is used a great deal in long 
distance swims because it is so relaxing, the Ihiglish 
back-stroke. 

While most efi'orts were centred around swim
ming, we did do some diving in the first term. We 
concentrated mainly on the approach on ttie board 
and the entry into the water. The type of di\'e we 
did was unimportant, but whichever one was done 
was given as much criticism as the approach and 
entry. 

Late in the first term a swimming meet was orga
nized with races of all kinds for junicns, inter
mediates, and seniors. Each House had its special 
day in the pool for testing and timing the swimmers 
and divers. Finally the lists were drawn up and 
December first settled on as the day of the meet. 
After classes on that day everyone piled into the 
space aroiuid the pool, some in bathing-suits and 
others in raincoats. As well as races foi' speed we 
had tandem races, relay and obstacle I'aces, .stjde 
contests, and diving competitions. ^liss Keyzer and 
Miss Robinson very kindly agreed to be the starter 
and scorer respectively, while Miss Menzies was the 
timer and judge. The meet was very exciting. Mac
donald was the Hou.se that came out on top, with 
fifty-five points; Rideau came .second with forty-
four, and Montcalm pulled up the rear with thirt}'-
eight. 

In the second term we were somewhat late 
starting the swimming because of a defect in the 
water-heating system. When we did resume swim
ming, lessons carried on as usual, though we could 
not stay in very long becau.se the water was still a 
bit cold. During one or two classes we learned some 
life-saving — how to rescue a drowning person and 
bring him to safetj'. Near the end of term, thcjugh, 
we unfortunately had to stop the swimming on 
account of a slight 'flu epidemic. 

Everyone enjoys her time in the pool and many 
thanks are due to Miss Menzies for the variety 
of swimming skills she has taught us, and the 
enthusiasm she has inspired. 

JANE COLLIX, VI A. JAXET BURGOYXE, \ T A. 
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'RIDEAU' 

Dear Ridcaiiites, 

Sometime during the last term of each j^ear your 
House Fleads are given the privilege of writing a 
mes.sage to you for the Magazine. We .should like 
to take this oppor tuni ty of saying how much we 
have appreciated your willingness to co-operate, and 
3^our cheerfulness in doing .so. We mus tn ' t forget 
to mention your matchless spirit in work and sports. 

We are able to say t ha t this year you have been 
keen competi tors in sports with the other Flouses 
and riA'alled them in every thing you ha\'e done. 
We are sure you can keep this up to the end of the 
year, and perhaps you will he surprised with a 
victory. 

We wish all the best of luck in the years to come 
to you and especially to your new Prefects of 
'63- '64. Vip says, " H i ! " and will be seeing you 
all next year. 

Love, 
JOYCE and J O E Y . 

Dear Montcalmites , 

" W h a t can we say 
i\.fter we say — 
Keep trying ?" 

Maybe it doesn't look as if we've been much of a 
success this year, but there is a little .something tha t 
has been steadily growing since September — no, 
not y o u , but our S P I R I T ! ! ^'oll don't know how 
it warmed our hear ts when, c\'en at the occasional 
meetings when we had to tell you we had come 
last, you would end willi a burst of cheers tha t 
shook the whole r(jom! 

We're proud of you, and we wouldn ' t change 
you for another group in the whole wide world! 
We've had our ups and downs, t rue , b u t ha.sn't 
it been fun in the long run ? We ve really enjoyed 
being your Prefects, and we hope t h a t the 
Heads next year will have as good a t ime as we had. 

Well, keep your halos s t ra ight , and the very best 

of luck to you all! 
Ijots of love, 

R o and M A G G I . 

Dear Macdonaldi tes , 

"One, two, three, march! One, two, three m a r c h ! 
Where t o ? The typing room, of course, to do our 
weekly totals, full of expectat ions of coming first 
. . . second . . . third ? You never can tell wi th our 
unpredictable ones. We anxiously search for the 
pluses, but tho.se minuses keep popping up ; for 
in.stance there is . . , "-10, raiding the k i t chen ; " 
"-5 rigging up a pully between rooms to pass notes 
more easily;" " - 5 , sending little toy t rucks out into 
the coi-ridor." (Tut , tu t , young ladies of the corpora
tion of King's Hall, Compton. ) The add ing machine 
climbs up that steep jagged cliff, perhaps , to achieve 
the precious fii'st place, befoi-e the t reacherous 
handle is pulled which gi\'es us our final result. 
Suann bites her nails, and Shaun holds her brea th , 
and there it appears : The T O T A L — 

"^'ou'll always be first place in our hea r t s ! " 
In all sports Macdonald has pep ( thank good

ness) tha t never dies down . . . even after 11.30 a t 
night. Ill House Games, soccer, volleyball, and 
.swimming, you are all out there s tr iving and 
cheering. This sinril has helped you achieve your 
present Hi'st place. The race is not yet finished, 
however, but whether you win or lose, Macdona ld , 
remember in all the years to come to work hard 
and nevei- lose the wonderful spirit you have. 

God Bless You All! 

S U A N N and S H A U N . 



For Picture Captions and Credits, see page 34. 
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iHatric^ 

MATRICS. PICTURE CREDITS 

A I^irnif oil Windy ANN PATOXX 

VVuitiiig for the Ski Bu.s ANN PATON 

Relaxing ? H O P E HASLAM 

Snow Sculpture ANN P.VTON 

Hallowe'en JOAN WKIHTMAN 

A G L I M P S E OF LOVE 

Love is the warm, happy feeling you find in a 

baby ' s smile. 
Love is the beautiful au tumn when the earth falls 

asleep foi' a, while. 
Love is a. child's gentle whisjiei' 'gainst the fluff of a 

kitten just born — 
Love is a mother 's .soft shadow and the glow tha t 

her smile's always worn. 
Love is the .sparkling sunshine which escapes 

through the eyes of a l)oy. 
And its magic is such that its l)-easui'es are found 

ill the simplest joy! 

Lo\-e is the silent contentment of your heart as you 
watch sunlight die — 
Or morning 's soft blush, a tumbl ing surf 's rush, 
winking candles which light evening's sky. 

Love is a kiss filled with softness from an innocent 
glow deep inside. 

Holding hands with t h a t someone who 's special, 
with his laughter and warmth a t your side. 

Lo\'e peeps from your hear t ' s h a p p y corner, 
elernally life's gentle glow 

Foi- love is the brea th of life's softness, t hough its 
depth — God alone is to know. 

C A T H E R I N E S T E W A R T , M a t r i c . 
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DREAMS 
Everyone is familiar with dreams, but have you 

thought how many different tjqoes of dreams there 
are ? There is the ideal, the escape info more plea
sant surroundings, wandering thoughts, st()ri(\s you 
wish would come true, and simply visualized 
wishes. There are also trances, premonitions, de
lirious dreams, day dreams, dozing dreams and 
regular night dreams. Trances, premonitions and 
delirious dreams are abnormal - and I'm not 
talking of these, but of the ordinary dreams that 
we all have. 

I think there is nothing nicer than dreaming at 
night. No matter where you are, or what youi' sur-
roimdings, the night is yours and yours alone, for 
thinking and dreaming. In these dreams you can 
achieve the impo.ssible — fly in the air without 
wings or switch from China to Europe in a split 
.second. You can achieve your goals and he anyone 
you wish. Sometimes, 1 agree, it is very pleasant 
to wake up and find yourself free from someone 
who was chasing you and who kept on gaining all 
the time, or to find that you aren't smashed to 
bits after falling infermiiuibly down a flight of 
stairs. These dreams are not nice; however, they 
do help you to appreciate the good ones, and isn't 
it wonderfifl to awake from a had dream to the 
peace and quiet and the cold, clean darkness of your 
room ? 

Another type of dream, the day dream, depends 
(Ui the individual. Some people just cannot day
dream, but many can, and find it a wonderful 
escape from other more tedious things. For my.self, 
I find it very easy to conjure up a picture of myself 
with someone I like, or myself in Mediaeval times. 
I can transfer myself from a cold bare room to a 
warm wood, my feet dangling in an icy brook, 
where the smell of sweet gra.ss is strong, and the 
sun filters through the trees making patterns on 
the grass, and on the other trees. Or, I can change 
to a diff'erent place, eciually enchanting to me — 
walking down a beach at sunset, picking up shells 
and other trifles, and smelling the .salty air, with 
the surf thundering rhythmically, and the cold 
damp sand underfoot. These are only two of the 
thousands of scenes which I picture and can actually 
enjoy even though I am not there. It takes a lot 
of imagination to day-dream, but it also takes 
memory — the setting of a book you have just 
I'ead, or where you went two summers ago — these 
little smatterings of memory all piece together tfi 
make a perfect scene. 

You hear of dreams almost every day. There are 
superstitions about dreams. On St. Agnes' F]ve — 
if you follow certain rites — you will dream of your 

future lover; if you dream on Friday night, and 
don't tell your dream befoi'e breakfast, it will come 
true. Dreaming occurs all the way through the 
Bible — Jacob's dream of the golden stairway to 
heaven, the dreams of the Pharash that Joseph 
interpreted, the dream of Joseph whei-e he was 
warned to fleein to F^gypf with the Infant-Jesus and 
Mary. In these dreams, though, there is usually 
a message from C!od, or a warning, or an insight 
into the future. There ai'e many dreams in books: 
"Pilgrim's Progre.ss" is a dream; many of Cole
ridge's poems are based on dreams. In "Christabel," 
when an e '̂il person is trying to corrupt C-hrista-
bel, a member of the castle staff' dreams of a do\'e 
being strangled by a snake; Coleridge's poem 
"Kubia Khan" is a dream; Shakespeare wr.ite a 
whole play — "A Midsummer Night's Dream" — 
about a dream — and so I could go on forever. 
Pro.se writers, musicians, poets and painters have 
all told of dreams e\'er since very far back in 
histcjry. I think the works of the great artists wei-e 
dreams in themselves. Plans Arp, a Dutch painter, 
.says of painting, "The creation of the artist should 
be called dreaming, and not working." 

This dream ot the ai'tist is closel.y connected with 
•inother tj^pe of dream — and that is the ideal. 
Everyone has an ideal — whether it is to become 
like a certain person, or to achieve a certain thing, 
or whatever it may be, and everyone spends some of 
his time dreaming of this ideal. I know mine is some 
day to be able to express mv.self properlj' in some 
way; another friend wants to be a great scientist and 
discover all .sorts of new materials. It is the ideal 
that builds this world; men realize their ideals and 
follow them through, i^ook, for instance, at the 
development of architecture. Men were tired of 
fiving in caves, and dreamed of better houses; 
someone did something about it and built a house 
of grass or wood; others followed, and thus it went 
on — making their hou.ses comfortable, then 
beautiful — experimenting with new ideas — 
dreams. And so it leads us to the present, where 
men are still experimenting — following their 
dreams. Some of these ideals are not good — 
dreams of power and possession, but these are 
eventually overcome by high(>r dreams. Jules 
\Vrne's novels in his day were declared by the 
critics to be amusing but impossible dreams. Little 
did the critics know that these dreams would be 
realized and surpa.ssed about half a century later. 
If his dreams came true (and he was lucky enough 
to be able to express them in novels) the dreams 
you are dreaming now could be the plans of the 
future — who knows? They are only dreams! 

SUSAN BRAINERD, Matric. 

http://Pro.se
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DOWN T H E W I N D I N G PATH 
-V tiny figui-e dashed across the sunny meadow, 

stumbling e\-ery few steps and falling headlong into 
soft clusters of but tercups which were as gold as 
the curls in wisps about her face. It was Christina. 
She swiftly picked herself up and scampered 
through the dee]3 grass with her blue frock pr(-ssed 
against her little legs by the late summer breeze. 
Finally she stood beneath the slim pines which 
sheltered many groups of toad-stools nestling at 
their feet. As Christ ina gazed info what seemed a 
dark and lonely wood beyond, her countenance 
held a beautiful expression of happiness, and she 
hounded forth into the shadows, She found it in a 
moment. It was still the winding path she had 
known the summer before, with its my.sterious 
lo\-eliness, as though it were a piece of Heaven's 
garden misplaced and left in silent lonrliness on 
earth. 

It wound its way between the tall, slim giants 
from whose boughs were suspended leaA'es like deep 
gi'cen icicles. Here and there tuffs of shy \'iolets 
peeped their heads between the pebbles of the path 
and along its sides. Christina gazed into the maze 
of flark green tlu'oiigh which streamed streaks of 
golden light upon the path, fk-cking it with weird 
pat terns . Christina, though only seven years old, 
could sense that all around hei' the tiny inhabi tants 
of the wood were cuiiously wondering at the pre
sence of a strangiM', yc -̂ too timid to reveal them
selves. She could hear the happy gurgle of water 
c\-en l;efore she discovered a little crystal brook 
racing over white pebbles. She found one of th(> 
hundreds of nests hidden in clumps of lea\'es or 
balanced in the ci'ook of a slender giant 's arm. The 
pa th went downward still, pausing before a deep 
lock pool half hidden by moss and overhanging 
brush. Mushrooms crept along the edges of the 
jiath, with their upside-down capes. 

( i radually the path became brighter and soon 
Christina found lier.self in a clearing whei-e the path 
skirted a barren cliff which dropped to a foaming 
.sea and thundering surf far below. She held her 
breath in awe. There below her stretched great 
coi'al reefs, which were half drowned in spray as the 
waves broke over them, then retreated (|uickly, only 
to return. The jxifh now began creeping down the 
cliff, past the sea-gulls' n(>sts and along the worn 
rocks, until if reached the soft white beach into 
which the rocks .seemed to melt. Christ ina followed 
the path all the way until she felt the sand soft 
between hei- toes. Then she turned and gazed up
ward to where the path first became \'isible at the 
forest clearing. If seemed to be racing downward 

as if impatient to reach its des t inat ion. Chris t ina 
looked out again at the coral reefs and sparkl ing 
surf. She understood the impat ience of the winding 

path. 
C A T H E R I N E S T E W A R T , Ma t r i c . 

QUALITIES T H A T M A K E 
A G O O D B R O T H E R 

Being the only sister of four elder brothers , I 
think I may safely .say tha t all observat ions hereby 
made on this subject come from one with con-
.siderable au thor i ty ; in other words, I shall not 
a t t emp t to enumera te p l e a s a n t finalities of a 
brother (such as faking the .smaller piece of cake) 
which are actually (luite rare in a normal member 
of that species. The first impor t an t ciuality tha t 
comes to my mind will probably be ciue.stioned — 
the ability to tease. I say this is a good qual i ty 
because I lemember how thankful I was some time 
ago when, thrown suddenly into the company of a 
number of typical " b o y s , " I was able to endure 
their continuous, relentless insults and jokes wi thout 
even turning a hair. Had I not had my pigtails 
pulled and been called names all my life by n\y 
bi'ofhers, I 'm (|uite sure I would have collapsed, a 
nervous wreck, within twenty-four hours. Another 
thing I like in a brother is a willingness to teach his 
sister something. Maybe knowing how to pick up 
a kitten by the scuff of the neck, or how to blow 
huge bubbles without having the gum spla t te r all 
over your face aren' t tha t impor tan t , but i t ' s the 
thought that counts. Also, I 've learned (juite 
thoroughly se\eral eft'ective tor tures t ha t were 
demonstra ted to me day and night — until I 
learned to protc-ct my.self. And what good is a 
brother unless he takes a real interest in his sister 's 
welfare, and offers her friendly, helpful advice once 
in a while? Perhaps she wmi't fully apprec ia te 
l)eing told that her "bouffant" looks like ffiat of 
Shej), their she(>p-dog, but on the other hand , male 
advice on how to act a t a football game or how to 
help change a tire gracefully, is pract ical ly in
valuable. The last, bu t most essential (piality 
that I shall name in a good brother is, of course, 
lo\'e for his sisf(>r. This may express itself in many , 
many foi'ms, most of them frankly unrecognizable ' 
but it 's there just the same, even though i t 's .some-
fimes hiding behind a kick under the table or an 
imperious command. 

I'll never forget the t imes I went to my paren t s , 
eyes brimming, lips t rembling, only to be told ' 
" B u t brothers are like tha t , dear, they only do it 
iiecause they love you . " 

M A R G A R E T M A T T H E W S , Ma t r i c . 
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FIVE YEARS OLD 
Several years ago, when I was only five, I re

member spending Christmas at a hotel in Austria. 
There were several children there of my own age, 
but my special friends were Wolfgang and Wilhelm, 
identical twins from Vienna. They could not speak 
a word of English. We used to play together for 
hours, and though we could not understand each 
other's language, we knew everything there was to 
know about each other. How we managed it I'll 
never guess. The only example of communication I 
clearly remember is the time Wolfgang was telling 
me when their birthday was. He found a calendar 
and pointed to March ninth; then he pretended to 
blow out candles. It seemed so obvious at the time, 
though if I were confronted with such a vague clue 
now I doubt if I would guess it. 

One day we decided to go coasting on the little 
hill just outside the hotel. As happens to all 
children, we soon tired of this sport and began to 
venture farther afield. Wolfgang and Wilhelm 
pulled the sleigh while I sat on it. We went through 
little winding streets past shops, churches, and 
chalets, until we found ourselves in a part of the 
village we had never .seen before. Of cour.se we 
were immensely excited. The boys were so thrilled 
that they began to pull the sleigh faster and faster, 
until I was really terrified, but the more I called 
out the more they thought I was enjoying it, and 
the faster they went, until finall}^ the inevitable 
happened! The sleigh hit a pile of ice and I was 
thrown face down on the icy road. 

Aly face felt like fire as it seemed to grind into 
the ice, and there were pains all over my cpiaking 
body. I slowly pulled my.self into an upright position 
and looked about me. There was not a soul in 
sight. The boys had vanished and even the fateful 
sleigh had disappeared. Panic seized me. I was in 
an unfamiliar part of town in a country where no
body understood English, and my face was just 
dripping with blood. I began running through street 
after street, following the route I thought we had 
previously followed. As time went on I realized 
that I was completely lost, but still I ran on. Soon 
my aching limbs were just too much for me, and 
I flopped down in utter exhaustion in a snow bank. 

Dusk began to fall and I could imagine all sorts 
of ghostly things in the shadows. I remember I 
just lay there and cried for what must have been 
about half-an-hour. Finally I pulled myself to
gether and began to walk. I came to an immen.se 
church, and standing outside it, wept. I wanted to 
go in to try to warm myself but I was afraid. I 
stood watching the people passing in and out and 

wished so much that I could speak German. I 
watched a pretty young lady walking down the 
front steps. I think I must have been looking rather 
hard because evidently she felt my gaze. .She stood 
poised for a minute on the steps looking at me, then 
hurried towards me. 

Like all the other people who had tried t(j help 
me she began speaking in German. I just kept 
crying out, "F^nglish! I]nglish!" Then miracle of 
miracles, she began speaking English. Many ques
tions were asked, but \'ery few answered. I had 
forgotten the most important thing, the name of 
the hotel. However, she was very patient and 
slowly began naming the various hotels in the 
village. She told me that if I heai'd any that seemed 
familiar to tell her. We ended up with three. She 
phoned to all those and asked if anyone by the 
name of Paton was registered there. In this way I 
eventually found myself back in the safety of our 
rooms, being lulled to sleep by the age-old carols 
sung in the lounge below. 

You may be wondering what became of those 
two little boys. Well, I later found that they had 
been terrified at the sight of me and had run away. 
After a while they began to worry about me and 
timidly found their way back to the scene of the 
accident, but I was gone. They searched the streets 
for a long time; then returned to the hotel. As 
soon as they heard that I was back they came 
bounding up the stairs three at a time, laughing 
and crying in their relief. At first I was rather 
cold to them, but after I had heard theii' story — 
translated by their father — I forgave them, as 
only a child can do, with my whole heart. 

ANN PATON, Alatric. 

THE OUTCAST 

Little child so black of face 
Why so alone in this place 
When other children laugh and pla3% 
Sing and dance their merry way ? 
Oh, little girl, white and fair 
With many friends and not a care. 
Tell me why .she's all alone ? 
Could you not give her a share 
Of your happiness and sun ? 
God made us all, every one. 
So little child full of grace, 
Why exclude hei' for her face ? 

GILLIAN ANGUS, ^latric. 
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UNA VISITA A PUERTO RICO 

Fl alio pasatio para Pascuas, fui a Puerto Rico 
con mi primo y alia nos encontramos con nuesti'os 
padres. Yo viaje de Montreal a Nueva York .sola 
y en NucA'a \'()rk mi primo me estaba esperando 
para despues coger el avii'm para San Juan, Puer to 
Rico. Cuando llegamos a Puerto Rico, nuestros 
l^adres nos estaban esperando en el aeropuerto ya 
(|ue (>llos haliiaii llegado diez minutos antes de 
nosotros. Xatui-al (pie todos estabamos contentos 
de \'ernos de luievo. 

Del aeropuerto nos fuimos al hotel Caribe Hilton 
donde nos ibanios a (piedar. Cuando nos acoiiio-
damos lo primero (pie hieimos fue ir a la playa por 
un rato. 

101 "Hi l ton" suena tan elegante y de la cla.se alta, 
pero verdaderamenta el hotel no era iiada del otro 
mundo. Si ei'a muy bonito pero taniLien \'imos ofros 
hoteles tan bonitos como o mas bonitas (pie el 
Cai'ibe Hilton, I'ste hotel tenia todo lo que un 
hotel lleno de geiite. 

San .luaii me dii'i hi impresiini de estas en Miami 
por las tiendas, las playas, los hoteles, taiitos 
americaiios con inuchos latinos, 

Quer.'amos conocei' la ciudad y ([ueriamos ir a 
los Virgin Islands pei'o nunca llegamos a ir a. las 
islas. Fuimos al " \ ' u n q u e " (jue es una seh'a de 
lluvia con las plantas mas hermosas por las di-
ferentes clases y colores. El dia que nosotros fuimos, 
desafortunadamente, estaba lloviendo pero todo 
se v.'ia di\'iiio de todos modus. La cari-efera para 
ir hasta arriba era muy estrecha con ba.stantes 
cui'vas as ' que habia (pie manejar con cuidado, l%ii 
el camino habia donde descansar y alii paramos 
por un rato. For ese liigar habian cafaratas (|ue 
bajaban desde arriba ent ie las plantas. Desde a(|iu 
todo se veia tan verde y fresco. Xunca llegamos 
hasta arriba por(pie seguia llox'iendo y decidimos 
regresar. Tambieii fuimos a las minas de ,sal donde 
todo era hecho de rocas de .sal negra. Has ta habia 
una iglesia alii mismo hecha de sal, Todo esto nos 
fascini'), 

^Fodas las dias ilKunos a la playa, por lo nienos 
mi primo y yo, y sienipre estaba. llena de geiife 
banadose y asoleandose. Alquilabamos colchones 
para poner sobre la arena para acostarnos y ti'afar 
de (|ueinanios ])or(pie (|iier'a,mos rc^gresar al colcgio 
con un biien color, Los americaiios que .ya habian 
estado alii hace fienipo estaban casi negrosy bronce-
ados de un color muy alracfivo. 

I'ji San .liian mi j)riino se eiicontr'i con im com-
])ancro de colegio y yo conoci a su herniaiia. Los 
dos a \-eces \-eiiian al hotel y ibanios a la plava 

jiinfos. Con ellos pasamos unos ra tos m u y diver-

I idos. 
De noche sahamos a comer y bai lar a lugares 

diferentes jiara asl poder conocer un poco de todo. 
\ ' o estal)a de suerte por(|ue tenia un companero 
])erinamenfe para bailar — a mi pr imo, 

Lo pa.samos tan agradable el poco t iempo que 
estiivimos en San .luan que algiin dia me gustar ia 
regresjir por un t iempo mas largo. 

RosiTA C A R I D I , ]\Iatric. 

^^"^ 

G A U D E A M U S I G I T U R . . . 

I laec fabiila de nobis est. 
Who are by a Latin cla.ss blest. 

Sunt septem iiostri. 
And merrv are we, 

(,)uod Latina tam mira est. 

()\'i(liiis Xaso, sci'iptor, 
We're sure you ha\'e heard of before; 

Sed "Mors Icar i ," 
T h a t great poetry, 

(Dicit Alexandra) " Inep fa ! " 

l lal iemus duas Gillias, 

Who.se thoughts about Latin — don ' t ask! 
.lohanna adest, 

She's .sometimes a pest 
Cum, ".\(jn intellego," dicit. 

Nunc .lohanna (pii semper ridet 
Thinks \'irgil is really (piite wet! 

iSed clamor .Shaunae, 

"Just Romam'? But why?" 
I'̂ t eece .Margarita dorinit ! 

.Magister iioster cogitaf 

That the end of his wits he is a t ; 
" H a e h'ges," defl(>t, 

" I ' m sure you have me t ! " 
Sed iaiiguidos vul tus spectat . 

Ad finem nostrae faJ)ulae 

We'\ 'e c()in(>; do we hear you say " W h y ?" 
Uesponsuni hoc est — 

We need a long resf. 
Quod Latina nos fatigat. 

M.MUiAUET M A T T H E W S , ) 
SAXDY M I L L E R Mat r i c . 
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GOD'S LITTLE DARK ONE 

"I love this green world with its brightness and joys. 
The singing and laughing of all girls and boys. 
But whj' won't they let me join in their games? 
I can only sit here alone and ashamed. 
Why did You, Dear God, make me diff'erent ?" she 

asked. 
As tears slowly fell from her shining dark eyes. 
"I love You as much, if not more than the last. 
Yet nobody wants me, no "hellos" or "good-byes." 
Little squirrels and chipmunks and birds come 

to me. 
They don't mind my dark colour; that they 

don't see. 
I shiver with cold Avhen Jack Frost nips my nose, 
I curl up with a book by the fire and doze; 
I too feel the warmth of a bright summer sun, 
I chase after butterflies; I frolic and run. 
So why am I different ? I really don't know, 
For all men should be equal, wherever they go. 
Each day at the park or at school do I see 
Children and grown-ups avoiding just me. 
I see a girl coming, her skin is so fair. 
With long golden hair, her blue eyes that stare. 
But .she finally smiles and with a gay little laugh 
She breaks up her candy and hands me the half. 
I look up in wonder and gratefully grin. 
And say to myself, "We'll show them! We'll win! 
We both love the same world, one country, one God; 
No longer .shall the dark from the white race be 

barred." 
And the girls walk off .slowly, dark in pale hand, 
The bright future promise of a Unified Land. 

SHAUN O'BRIEN, Matric, 

AGAIN TOGETHER 
The ship glided into the small harbour on the 

coast of Ma.ssachusetts one peaceful sunny after
noon and the crew busied it.self with the cargo. The 
.ship's name was "Mariana", and .she was one of 
the most beautiful that had ever sailed the wide 
blue oceans. 

Dominique, the young twelve-year-old cabin 
boy of the "Mariana" begged the captain's per-
mis.sion to go ashore for awhile. He had freckles 
galore and tufts of sun-bleached hair half covered 
his huge green eyes. He was a true sailor, having 
been at sea .since the age of five, and he loved this 
life better than anything else. 

Reaching the end of the dock, he jumped to 
the beach and made his way along the line of 
rocks, jumping from boulder to boulder with the 

ease of a mountain goat. Rounding a bend, he 
found himself in a small cove where a few families 
were swimming. A great sadness filled his heart as 
he began to wonder what had happened to his own 
family. He could only vaguely remember them 
now; his father had been big and handsome with 
the same blond hair and green eyes as he had. His 
mother had died when he Avas two years old and 
he remembered nothing of her, but all these 
thoughts and memories .seemed like far-away 
glimpses of another world. He remembered that he 
had lived in a lovely little town on the coast, but 
he had long since forgotten its name and where it 
was. He was sitting on the sand now and was deep 
in thought when a group of young girls went 
prancing by, playing with a beach ball. They were 
all laughing and talking until they noticed Domi
nique sitting there in his sad mood. Feeling badly 
because he didn't .seem to be having a good time, 
one of the girls invited him to join in their game, 
but Dominque was so embarras.sed by their girlish 
giggles that he refused the offer and remained where 
he was. 

Now one girl had come up and sat down beside 
him while the others had continued to play. She 
had been drawn to him as if by a magnet because 
he looked so like her father. Dominique, being 
cjuite glad of company, smiled faintly and asked 
her if she lived here. She replied that she lived in 
this village with her father, and then asked him 
where he lived, since she had never seen him around 
before. Dominique pointed to the ship and told 
her that he had been at sea for as long as he could 
remember. Fie told her how one day when he had 
been playing along the .shore near his home, many 
years before, a strange old man had grabbed him 
roughly and taken him out to sea. The man and 
his crew had been pirates and he had become their 
cabin boy. The young girl listened in awe and 
Dominique continued. 

"A few months ago, the captain of the pirates 
spied a huge ship on the horizon and planned 
to attack it the next morning. At daybreak he 
drew alongside and a mighty battle broke out. All 
the pirates were drowned or shot, while I was 
rescued and treated by the good people on the 
"Maiiana." These people trade goods and are very 
nice to me and I owe them everything." 

At this point the girls came running by, yelling, 
"Niqua, come and join us!" 

Dominique said that he had to be getting back 
to the ship now, so Niqua walked along with him. 
^̂  As they went, Dominique turned to her and said, 
"Is that your name — Niqua?" 
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The young girl blushed and replied, "No, not 
reallJ^ My name is Sabrina but once I had a twin 
brother called Dominique whom I didn't know very 
well. Ever since he disappeared people have called 
me "Niqua" as a short form of Dominique." 

Dominique, being ab.solutely dumbfounded, re
plied, "You won't believe it when I tell you that 
my name is Dominique also." 

All of a sudden Niqua heard her father's voice 
calling, "Sabrina, where are you ? It 's time for 
supper," and then he spotted her. When Sabrina's 
father came closer, Domincjue stood rooted to the 
ground — this man looked exactlj^ like his father! 

Sabrina was making the introductions now, 
saying, "This is my father, Mr. Carmille." 

The name rang in Dominique's ears; then all of 
a sudden he found himself in the man's arms crying 
like a baby. Sabrina stood stunned and completely 
bewildered by this strange behaviour but when 
everything was explained she was wild with excite
ment because .she had become quite fond of Domi
nique and now he would remain with them forever. 
Would any of her friends ever believe it ? She had 
found her long-lost twin brother! 

AIARCIA PACAUD, Matric. 

IN THE LIGHT OF A STAR 

Don't throw away your faith, old man. 
Just when the end is near; 

Don't turn your back on God, whose hand 
No man nor beast should fear: 

Has He not guided you through life. 
And heard your every call ? 

— I know, old man. He took your wife, 
He took your children, all — 

But surely God has purpo.se there. 
For giving you this pain; 

Could this not be a cross to bear, 
A test of the little grain 

Of mustard-seed He planted in 
Your heart so long ago. 

To see if it would die in sin 
Or rise as pure as snow ? 

Look up, old man, for there they are. 
Your wife, your children, all — 

They wait beyond the farthest star. 
And hark! with joy, they call! 

MARGARET MATTHEWS, Matric. 

QUIET SAILS 

I saw her in the stillness of the dawn, 
A thou.sand, thousand blended lights were there; 
She seemed a spirit of the night disturbed 
By early morning's fairest flu.sh of gold 

Caught softly fleeing. 

Fair as the swan which frets not, neither feels 
The weary weight of earth's tumultuous roll. 
She softly dipped into each silent wave; 
Her gossamer wings did catch each breeze to make 

A sound like music. 

Still on .she went with gleaming sails unfurled. 
Whose beauteous forms, clothed thus in April's 

mists. 
Did .seem a gift too perfect for mankind 
But due alone to that Supernal Being who rules 

Eternity. 

So do we sail far o'er the sea of life, 
Nor know the storms we may encounter there 
But live for God, and like a new-born dream. 
Fade softly into the light of coming day, 

A shadow there. 

CYNTHIA PHILPOTT, Matric. 

A SOAP BUBBLE 
"See, you do it like this," .said my little brother 

as we lay stretched out on the green grass over a 
bowl of soap}^ water. "You wet your hands and 
rub them on the soap and make a circle with youi' 
fingers and blow softly." 

I watched his puffed cheeks and eyes opening 
wider and wider as the oblong rainbow-coloured 
bubble emerged from his fingers. It left them sud
denly and hovered lightly in the air in its new 
roundness. 

"Watch now, quickly!" 
His voice was full of expectation as he laJ^ chin 

on hands, tran.sfixed before the film.y ball. I then 
watched with curiosit}^ and saw a green sea covered 
with rain roll inside the little world. An island 
seemed to rise from the sea. In a wooded grove I 
saw the face of a child reflected and he seemed in a 
dream. Suddenly a knight galloped in, stopped be
fore him and there followed what seemed to be a 
lively fight with words. Before the boy could move, 
the knight drew his sword, advanced with a stride 
and pop! — Was it the sword or the blade of grass 
it had touched that made the bubble bur.st? 

My brother looked dismayed, but in a moment 
with a smile he proudly said, "Easy, isn't i t ? " 

ANN GORDON 
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T H E LITTLE BOY 
The door slammed behind Stuar t as he walked 

into the kitchen and placed his cherished belongings 
on the table. These consisted of a small toad with 
a piece of dirty string around its leg, a few chipped 
marl)l(>s, pebliles, and a much-needed slingshot. 
Mother looked up from her baking and sighed, 
realizing that any protests would he useless. 1 he 
young l)oy grinned at her, running his dirty hand 
through his sandy hair, 

"Guess what, M u m ' ' I 'm in love with the most 
lieautiful girl in the world." 

Mother controlled her smile and listened pa
tiently, 

"Sit down, Stuart , and tell me all about i t ." 
"Oh, I can' t , Mum, she's coming to get me to 

go fishing, \ 'ou see, the worms in her back yard 
are better than mine." 

This time Mother could not stop the smile, and 
asked, "Wha t is she like, s o n ? " 

"Well, Mum, she has the terrificest ant collection 
you e\'er saw, and you should see her lizard that 
changes colour to match whatever .she has on. But 
when we had tha t mud fight, tha t stupid lizard 
just stayed green. Boy, were we disappointed! Her 
hair is nifty, too. I t ' s almost like gold, except ," he 
continued pensively,"exceptwhen I rub dirt into i t ." 

Fie looked up at his mother gravelly for a second, 
tlieii said, "I ' l l tell you somethin' if you promise to 
keep it a secret. Cross your heart ?" 

Mother nodded her head, her eyes sparkling as 
she noticed that one of his bot tom teeth was 
missing, and his eye was unaccountably getting 
darker. 

"Yea , " he sighed, "she beat me up this morning. 
Imagine a feeble girl doing tha t ! Hoy, if the gang 
found out .about this, I'd lie kicked out of the 
clubhouse." 

The doorbell rang and little Stu jumped up and 
pulled at Mother ' s hand. 

"Come on, M u m ! You have to meet her ." 
They opened (he door, and mother looked at 

her son's "most beautiful girl in the world." She 
was bare-foot, and she wore a pair of dir ty blue-
jeans rolled up to show dirty knees, and a loose-
fitting tee-shirt once called white. She held a tin 
can crawling with fat woi'ms and she had two long 
rods o\'er her left shoulder. Her long hair was 
caught up in careless braids and her forehead was 
smudged with dirt, P>ut she was appealing. Her 
smile was as lox'ely as it was mischievous, and her 
dark eyes danced, as she said "Hel lo" and held out 
a grubby ha,ii(l, Stuart just stood there with his 
mouth slightly open, smiling foolishly. 

Then he said, "Come on, kid, we h a v e n ' t got 

all day!" 
Mother watched them walk off, a rguing loudly 

about who was the be t te r fisherman. She tu rned 
back into the house, laughing softly. She could 
hardly wait to fell her husband about their young 
son's first lo\'e. 

S H A U X O ' B R I E N , ^ l a t r i c . 

H I D D E N I S L A N D 
()nly the seagulls cry, 
.A.S the sun rises up on the eastern sky. 
A great golden ball of fire flings 
Itself out of the wa\-es of the .sea — 
Suddenly, brightly, up it springs, 
And shines vividly through the trees. 

Only the seagulls hear 
The rolling, pounding smfs, tha t fear 
Not to send the misty spray 
L'pon tl e sandy shores — 
A suif, that for a minute may 
Sound soft, then I e a roar. 
Only t\'.e seagulls kiuiw 
The laughing, babliling brooks tha t flow 
Down to the peai'ly wafer 's edge 
Caressing the sandy beach. 
Happy birds, that from a rocky ledge 
Are in this hea\ 'en 's reach, 

()nly the .seagulls can 
Find this place, unknown to ]\fan. 
Over the ocean's broad expanse 
There lies this Paradise — 
Full of aih 'enti ire and romance 
That will n(>\-er be seen l y our eyes. 

I 'ILIZABETH H A M P S O N , Mat r ic , 

FAMILY O U T I N G 
It all began on a warm summer ' s day. At pre

cisely sex-eii-tliirly in the morning the mi lkman 
knocked at tlie door of the Oglethorpe house and 
in his usual cheery voice asked the usual cheery 
(luestion, "How many to-day, Mrs . O g l e t h o r p e ? " 

It was commonly known around the neighbour
hood tha t Harvey got a sadistic pleasure ou t of 
hoofing that absurd name a t the top of his lungs 
early every morning, "Becau.se," he .said, " the re ' s 
.something in a, funny name; it gives people somc^-
fhing else to think aliouf besides their bills and 
how high their income fax is ." 

On this par t icular morning he was greeted by a 
scruffy-looking boy - ob\ ' iously one of the Ogle
thorpe offspring, who relayed the (luestion to "his 
mother . 
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"Mother-r-r-r!" 
Airs. Oglethorpe, absorbed in packing all the 

necessities for a week-end outing, was annoyed at 
this interruption and momentarily forgot about her 
book on child psychology, chapter thirteen in 
particular, "Sarcasm and its F f̂fect on Children." 

"Oh, for heavens' sake get twenty (piarts — we're 
going away for a whole day and there's four of us." 

Obediently Jamie ordered the twenty quarts. 
Harvey was aghast, but thinking of the com
mission such an order would put in his pocket, 
brought the twenty bottles without delay. 

"What are we going to do with th is?" screamed 
Mrs. Oglethorpe hysterically when she came into 
the kitchen five minutes later and .saw all twenty 
bottles lined up neatly against the wall. 

"Well, you said, —" simpered Jamie helplessly. 
"I know what I said," she answered with 

dangerous calm. "I t ' s done and we can't do any
thing about it now." 

Finally the family was ready; the appropriate 
amount of milk was put in the car and both Jamie 
and his brother Edward were accounted for, or so 
Mr. and Mrs. Oglethorpe thought. They were well 
on their way when a juvenile cackle was heard 
from the back .seat. 

"What 's going on back there?" 
Back there answered." Jamie! Jamie! We've 

forgotten Jamie," chanted Edward in a high sing
song voice. 

Mr. Oglethorpe swore silently. It was no use 
asking Edward why he hadn't informed them of 
their oversight sooner. A very frazzled father turned 
the car around and headed back home. On arriving 
they found Jamie .sitting in the middle of the drive
way crying. 

" I t ' s all right, darling; Mummy's here," soothed 
Mrs. Oglethorpe, wishing she could beat the child 
into insen.sibilty, but at the .same time picturing a 
member of the Child Welfare Society turning up 
any .second. 

Jamie was stuffed into the car and they were 
off — or were they ? The motor sputtered and 
his.sed and then gave in. They all looked at each 
other, whereupon both children burst into tears. 
Mrs. Oglethorpe, close to in.sanity, made a last 
stand. 

"Everybody out!" 
Half an hour later peace reigned in the Ogle

thorpe family. "Now isn't this nice?" asked Mrs. 
Oglethorpe with determination as she passed 
around paper plates, hamburgers, and, of course, 
milk — in their own back yard. 

ALEXANDRA MILLER, Matric. 

LE GRAND INCENDIE 
La nuit 6fait sombre et pi'ofonde quand Janette 

fut r(3veillee par la fiimee ipii ^taif entree dans .sa 
chambre. 

"Alaman, Maman!" cria-t-elle, mais niille re-
poiLse ne se fit entendre. 

Saisis.sant alors une couverture de laine rose, 
ainsi ipie la poupee (ju'elle aimait le mieux, elle 
sortit en courant de sa chambre, terrifiee. 

Imaginez-vous une petite fille, ayant tout au plus 
six ans, enveloppee d'une grande ctniverture, trem-
blante de peur, .serrant contre elle une poupee 
aux yeux grands ouverts, courant par les corridors 
tout en s'imaginant mille cho.ses horribles. 

La fumee etait plus epais.se quand elle arriva au 
premier 6tage. E]lle pensait deja aux grandes 
flammes, a la pompe a incendie, toute rouge, qui 
lancerait des gerbes d'eau pour combattre I'in-
cendie, et aux pompiers, faisant la chaine, pour 
sauver les sinistres. Par la pensee, elle voyait sa 
demeure enveloppee de flammes, les etincelles jail-
lis.sant du toit, et un pompier I'emportant, morte, 
de la maison en flammes. Elle se precipita dans le 
.salon en pous.sant un grand cri. 

Toute surprise, .sa mfere, vetue d'une belle toilette 
du soir, quitta ses invites pour calmer sa petite 
fille. Sanglotant doucement dans les bras de .sa 
maman, mais deja rassuree, Janette reali.sa son 
erreur. Ce qu'elle avait cru etre la fumee d'un 
grand sinistre (^tait simplement la fumee des ciga
rettes des holes de la maison. 

HARRIET DUPONT, Matric. 

OLD MAN OF THE SEA 
Fisherman, fisherman of the sea, 
Brown of skin and gaunt of limb 
Salt grey eyes growing dim, 
Who rides the waves happy and free! 
Tell us thy great and wondrous stories 
Of the sea and all its glories. 
Of the time you sat for days 
Becalmed and parched in the sun's cruel blaze, 
Suddenly to be tos.sed again 
Rolling about on the bounding main. 
Oh, fisherman, fisherman of the sea. 
Tell us of the mon.strous serpent 
And how God protected thee 
F^rom black death and the raging sea; 
Tell us of our new found peace, 
As rose and gold of the sun now cease. 
Your wisdom is faith, and if God plea,se 
You'll be .sailing soon on His mighty seas. 

GILLIAN ANGUS, Matric. 
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Y E S T E R D A Y ' S T O W N 
Only the seagulls cry now, along the rocky shore 

where children once played, and the noise of the 
hustle and bustle of busy men bargaining, working, 
and shouting filled the air. This shanty town with 
its few fishermen inhabi tants was all t ha t was left 
of the great town it once had been. I t had been a 
ship-building town, famed far and wide in the days 
of wooden .sailing ve.s.sels. Coal, mined farther inland, 
and other products of the country were shipped 
from here, adding greatly to the prosperity of the 
town. The days of wooden sailing ships has long 
since passed and the demand for coal is declining. 
The t ime seemed to have come when this town must 
fade away as many had done before it. As we 
walked along the wharfs piled with traps, we met 
an old fisherman mending his nets. 

He greeted us with, "Lovely morning. Isn't i t ? ' ' 
We answered his cpiery with a similar reply, and 

talked to him for a few moments about the fishing 
this season. 

He then said, "Did you know, when I was a 
small boy I used to sit in this very spot and watch 
the ships, sails billowing in the breeze, come in 
from all par ts of the world. They came from 
England, Holland, France and even some from the 
Far Ea,st. At night the strains from the sailors' 
hornpipes would float up to my window as I would 
.sit there, longing to be down on the wharfs watch
ing the brightly-dressed .sailors dancing their jigs. 

"Whenever a .ship built here returned, there was 
great festivity. The captain and his mates were 
entertained by the owners of the shipyards, the 
Keenes and the Stewarts, and a few other wealthy 
people. The streets of the town were all decorated, 
and the rest of us watched the sailors dancing, and 
enjoyed ourselves imitating them." 

He then asked us if we would like to see .some of 
the old houses of the town. We eagerly assuriMl 
him that we would be very glad to do .so. This old 
man .seemed to live so proudly in the past glory of 
his town and was so anxious tha t all should know 
its history! As we walked along the .shore and then 
back from the .sea we saw many old houses, some 
falling into ruin, others still inhabited, but very 
shabby looking. I t wasn' t difficult, with a bit of 
imagination, to .see tho.se houses as they once had 
been — man.sions, with lawns and gardens around 
them. You could imagine parties in the gardens in 
the shade of the trees on a lovely summer 's day, 
with all the men and women dres.sed in their finest 
array. Now, all we saw were fumble-down hou.ses 
with overgrown yards. . \o children played on the 
shore now, gleefully shouting to one another. All 

one could hear was the cry of the seagulls as they 
wheeled and circled above the wharfs and jetties, 
looking for food. As Wordswor th said, 

"M en are we, and mus t grieve when even the 

shade 
Of tha t which once was great is passed a w a y . " 

J O Y C E L E S L I E , Mat r ic . 

-^'\^ 

PICTURE CREDITS 
Tlie Churcli KATHY PLOW 

The School JENNIFER EARDLEY 

Mi.ss Gillard and Mimi SUSAN BUCHAN 

Boom 17 LINDA PECK 

Off to Hillcrest DEBBY GILL 
Shoe Cleaning SUSAN BUCHAN 

.Matric. Field Day PA.AI FLETCHER 

4.01 P.M PAM FLETCHER 

The Swimming Meet HOPE HASLAM 

The Huddle, Soccer JANET BURGOYNE 

Wheel-barrow Race FRANCES BUDDEN 

^ ^ ^ ) ^ 

OCTOBER'S S H A D O W 
She .seems a shadow 'neath the mist and brea th 

of Au tumn ' s ra in— 
Her footsteps .softly t reading th rough the 

harvest ' s dampened grain. 
. \nd there the leaves, with amber glow, form 

pa t te rns on her cloak— 
Dress her t iny golden slippers while they slip 

through hazy smoke. 
Above, the climbing giants furl their capes in 

s tormy mir th— 

Draping day in vales of darkness, hiding sunlight 

from the ear th . 
While she walks, the windy briskness swirls 

her skirts and ches tnut hair, 
Heaven 's tears upon her lashes — a u t u m n ' s mis ty 

thoughts she shares. 

She s tands, her slender a rms outs t re tched , her 

heart with warmth is filled. 

Her treasures are these days .so sad, their silent love 

.she's found; 

I'or rain has lovely, magic c h a r m ; her pa ths 

are heaven bound; 

Her .secret is the calmness, .so gentle, she bestows 

And though she sleeps in heaven ' s a rms, her 
softest breath we know. 

C A T H E R I N E S T E W A R T , Ma t r i c . 
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WHAT PEOPLE GO THROUGH FOR BEAUTY 

Fashion is a tyrant. Not only is this true now
adays, but even centuries ago women, and to a 
lesser degree men, suffered in their attempts to be 
what fashion called "beautiful." In the Middle 
Ages, for instance, huge, towering "pompadour" 
hairdos were in style. Sleeping, of course, presented 
a slight problem as to how to keep the complicated 
arrangement of hair in place, so an apparatus was 
devised especially for these fair fashion-conscious 
maidens It was a wooden frame placed at the head 
of the bed, with a slight hollow carved out, upon 
which the lady must put her neck. Thus .she .slept 
night after uncomfortable night with her neck, 
shoulders, and the rest of her body supported by 
the bed, but with her head, the isolated object of 
vanity, resting on thin air! It has also been told 
that in the time when it was fashionable to have 
lily-white hands, one of the Three INIusketeers, 
Aramis, used to walk about everywhere holding his 
hands up in the air to keep them "cool and pure." 
This same man, I have heard, also used to pinch his 
ears continually, so that they would stay a delicate 
shell-pink! On through the years, and our grand
mothers and great-grandmothers are able to re
member when young ladies were not considered 
feminine unless they had minute waists and large 
bustles to make their skirts flounce out at the back. 
Diets weren't enough to accjuire these diminutive 
middles — the women had to wear what were 

known as "stays." These were pulled, yanked, and 
tugged by theii' unsympathetic mothers or maids 
until the unfortunate las.ses, in spite of their hour
glass figures, were scarcely able to breathe. Then 
our own mothers tell us it wasn't so very long ago 
that the fashion was to have slim, boyish figures, 
and that to get their rather stubborn bodies to 
conform to this ideal, the girls had to wear tight, 
almost shapeless clothes. Surel}' fashion isn't im
portant enough to cau.se one to wear a form of 
.strait-jacket! Now we come to the fashion of today. 
No, we needn't laugh at the tyrannical fa.shions 
of our ancestors. Just take a look around at the 
women's shoes, for example. Let's admit it, ladies, 
those pointed toes aren't quite as comfortable as 
we claim they are, nor are the spindly heels which 
support us very stable. We wear them simply to 
look up-to-date. We also go through considerable 
bother when we sit for hours on end in a beauty 
salon, trying to have "hidden body" put into our 
hair, or have too much "un-hidden-body" taken 
out of it! 

However, do you think we would give this all up ? 
Of course not; we mere human beings will go on, 
just as we have done for hundreds of years, bowing 
and complying to the whims and wishes of our 
capricious tyrant — fashion. 

MARGARET MATTHEAVS, Matric. 
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VI A PICTURE CREDITS 
The Take-off PAM FLETCHER 
Christmas Party HOPE HASI>AM 
The Ice Follies—K.H.C. 

Style H O P E HASLAM 

J E N N I F E R EARDLEY 

J.ANET B U R G O Y N E 

JANE COLLIN 

J A N E T BURGOY'NE 

VI A FORM REPORT 
We here present the VI A Form of 1961 - 52 to 

the reader. Our large class, which began with forty 
girls, is encamped in two classrooms marked VI A 
(1) and VI A (2) respectively, and situated across 
the hall from one another. 

VI A (2), the larger, is the Latin group; if has 
twenty members and is under the excellent leader
ship of Miss Robinson. Throughout the year the 
Form Captains have been Diana Russel, Susan 
Clark, and Mai'y Cape, while the Sports Captains 
were Nicola Druce, Sandra Hamilton, and Shireen 
Finch, They changed each term. Jean Baggs is 
having the task of (organizing our disorganized 
literary efforts for the Magazine. 

VI A (1), just as lively, has nineteen girls. 
Their beloved Form Mistress, Miss Keith, 

keeps them under control with a firm hand. As 
Form Captains for the three terms they elected 
Diane Bignell, Dodi Hornig, and Anne Evans; as 
Sports Captains, Margaret Glen, Margot Cowen 
and Cynthia I^ke. Anne Evans is reaping the 
literary confributions of this group for Per Annos. 
Nicola Druce is Red Cross representative of the 
combined VI A. 

In the last term of 1962 VI A has only thirty-
nine girls. How did this happen ? Two of our 
numbers are missing. At Christmas Caroline 
Massey left us, and we feel that she is ii'replaceable. 
We still hear from "Massey", as we call her, and we 
are glad she is happy. Margaret Glen left us at 
Easter, and is also much missed. To oft'set our 
lo.sses we regained an old Comptonite, Dougie 
Trudeau, back from a term in Switzerland. 
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Since our VI A is so large, it took a great deal of 
time and trouble to arrange class schedules whicli 
would accommodate each individual's subject 
choice. F'or all this work we are deeply indebted 
to Miss Morris and Miss Wallace. 

In our activities out of school, the two groups of 
VI A have acted as a .single unit. The glamorous 
cheer-leaders came from both divisions. They were 
Jennifer Eardley, Claudia Dewar, Sandy Hamilton, 
Di-Lin McLernon, Susan Clark, and Diana Gla.ss. 
Their cheers roused the K.H.C. soccer team to 
victory — well, almost all the time. The autumn 
brought Hallowe'en, which in turn brought the 
masciuerade and the skits produced by the various 
Forms. Our skit was developed from a text book 
cover. "The Many Merits of Bananas" was the 
theme of many lyrics composed by the poetic 
"geniuses" of the Form. Each lyric was acted 
out by a chanting group accompanied on the piano 
by Janet Burgoyne. The bananas we procured for 
the show served to refresh us when our part was 
done. 

The end of the first term brought Christmas 
activities for the whole school, and for us the 
pleasure of decorating the lounge. The theme was 
"A Miscellaneous Christmas" and a miscellaneous 
Christmas it was! Santas, pine boughs, toys, and 
red ribbons mixed in gay profusion. We also had a 
Christmas Form party with Miss Keith and Miss 
Robinson as guests of honour. "All the trimmings" 
left us all replete and in the holidaj^ spirit. 

To provide an outlet for the argumentative 
streak in us all. Miss Robinson organized a debating 
team. We learned the rules and fell to over such 
themes as "Communism," "Women's Dress," and 
"Integration." Such interest was arou.sed, and ,so 
many people wanted to express their ideas that 
Miss Robinson made a concession and our "de
bates" became general discussions. 

In the Easter term the big event is always the 
dance — or the "Formal" as we call it. This yeai' 
it was held in March. For our decorations we used 
"Around the World in Eighty Days." Some of the 
most superb organizing ever seen in VI A, coupled 
with two weeks of strenuous work, produced lovely 
national murals and decorations. King's Hall en
joyed these and certainly every B.C.S. or Stanstead 
guest who got into the clutches of a VI A admired 
them at length and in detail! 

The annual Public Speaking competition dis
covered talent in our midst. E. Cook won the 
.school competition, then the competition in the 
St. Francis district, which she had to represent 
at the Public Speaking finals held at McGill. 

We returned from our Easter holiday to find 
many plans in store for us. The Magazine must go 
to press before these plans are realized, but we 
are looking forward to a pii-nic-hike into the hills, 
if May 6th is a fine day. Mr. and Mrs. Evans, 
Anne's parents, have mo.st kindly invited us for a 
picnic-party on Ma}^ 12th, when we .shall enjoy 
ourselves as only school girls can. 

By then the June exams, will be looming on our 
horizon and VI A will be settling down to hard 
work for the remaining few weeks. The .seventh of 
June will bring our VI A year quietly to a close as 
we .sing "Till WE Meet Again." 

CATHERINE WOOTON 

A SOCCER GAME 

To the girls on the team 'twas Miss Kej'zer who said, 
"If you don't run today, you'll be beaten instead. 
I don't care if you lose if you ju.st play the game, 
So get out there and fight — uphold Compton's 

name." 

So the K.H.C. girls trotted onto the field, 
Bound and determined they weren't going to yield 
To the B.C.S. Prep boys, who in the years past 
Had won — but oh, no! this wasn't to last. 

The girls won the toss, which left thein to pick 
F'rom the choice of the ends of the field or the kick. 
They decided to play with their backs to "Old Sol" 
That is, going uphill giving Bishop's the ball. 

Their centre kicked oft', straight out to the side. 
And their wing got the ball, but then he shot wide 
While trying to aim for his own inner man. 
So the girls got the ball, and down the field ran. 

The half got safely away from one lad, 
Ran a little, then passed to the centre who had 
With her, four forwards to run in and shoot. 
And with any luck, to score from that boot. 

But the girls had some trouble around the boys' 
goal. 

They couldn't connect and the ball only rolled 
Right into the hands of the oppo.site team 
Who ran down the field with much force and steam. 

"For heaven's sake, move! Go after that ball!" 
Was the yell from Miss Keyzer, urging us all 
To keep up with the ball, and guard our own end. 
"Don' t let them score! Come on girls. Defend!" 
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This kind of play went all the way through 
The first part of the game and the next quarter too. 
.During half-time everyone had a good rest; 
Then went back on the field with more pep and 

more zest. 

The third quarter started, the boys had the ball, 
But they fumbled their kick, so the girls didn't stall 
In taking right over — they ran in and shot. 
And they scored! So the score was now two to 

naught. 

The cheers that went up from the school were 
resoiuiding, 

And the girls on the back of the Inner were 
pounding. 

For 'twas she who had kicked the ball into the net. 
But wait, the game wasn't over quite j^et. 

Now the boys were determined to win all the more; 
They couldn't let rest that two-to-naught score. 
But the third quarter ended with no further scoring, 
'Twas the one coming up that would be the hard 

going. 

After two minutes rest the game started again. 
The boys were now playing with all might and 

main; 
And were finally rewarded — for about half-way 

through 
They scored — that now made the score two to two. 

Now the girls were determined. They just had 
to beat 

Tho.se Prep boys, or they would be laughed off' their 
feet. 

Back they went and put everything into the game. 
Hoping and praying they'd score once again. 

The play was spread over both ends of the field, 
And both teams were bound they weren't going 

to yield, 
But the boys got a foul near the end of the game. 
Giving us a free kick — they themselves were 
to blame. 

It was K.H.C.'s Centre Half who took the free shot; 
She aimed for the side of the goal, at the top. 
The ball sailed right over the goalkeeper's head 
And into the goal — now the girls were ahead. 

The final three minutes were exciting and fast 
But with no further goals the game ended. At last 
K.H.C, by a score of three points to two. 
Had defeated the boys, which they'd .set out to do. 

So the next time you see the girls playing ball. 
Soccer, that is, 'gainst the boys in the fafi, 
Don't be so surprised, for what is told here 
Might happen again. Good Luck, team of next year. 

JANET BURGOYNE, VI A. 

THE LURE OF THE OUTDOORS 
How many of you enjoy being outdoors? The 

clean fresh air an(il the healthful atmosphere make 
you feel like a new person, don't they ? There are 
many activities for those of you who love being 
clo.se to nature, and no doubt, you have experienced 
a few—or all—of them at one time or another. 

Today, one of the most popular of outdoor sports 
is camping. I am not just saying this because we 
happened to go camping last summer, but because 
millions of professional and amateur campers will 
agree with me. 

The camps that I am referring to are not the 
ordinary, organized aff'airs, but the real thing. You 
are actually out there all on your own — roughing 
it! The particular camp we went to was on an 
island off' the Maine coast. The only way you could 
get to it was by driving over a sand spit at low 
tide. I might add that at night it is quite difficult 
to tell whether the tide is in or out — and we gave 
our car many a good wash! 

We enjoyed our new experience more than any 
other. We came and went when we pleased and 
spent most of the day swimming or lying on the 
beach. Our first day there was not as pleasant, how
ever; we spent four long hours in the broiling sun 
trying to pitch our complicated tent in the not-so-
cool sand. It was (piite exasperating as we had 
never put the tent up together before, and when
ever a question arose, there were always four 
different ways of solving it. We finally overcame 
the trivial set-backs and concentrated on our main 
problem — housekeeping! This sounds as though 
it \\'ould be quite easy, but our camp site was 
smack in the gully of the biggest sand dune I had 
ever .seen, and you try keeping ten feet of drifting 
sand out of food, clothes, and beds. It is impossible! 
By the end of a week we were literally walking, 
talking, and sleeping in mounds of it. 

The only items provided were water and a doctor 
near-by, and as we were not in the least bit ex
perienced we eventually needed both in a bad way! 
After pouring over a sketch map given to us as we 
arrived, it took us only two days to find the tap — 
around the corner — under the poison ivy! All 
our cooking was done over a wood fire, and heating 
water for dishwashing became an automatic pro-

http://clo.se
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cedure after every meal. My brother, who was 
usually miles away when it came time to clean 
up, happened to knock over the pan of boiling 
water which poured all over his legs and fnirned his 
feet quite severely. Luckily, the mother of one of 
his friends in the next camp was a nurse; she took 
wonderful care of him — all the way to the hospital. 

We had great fun cooking, and as we were on 
the coast, had seafood almost every day, varied 
by a huge steak once a week — to boost our 
morale! Mom made a delicious chowder from the 
clams we had dug in the oozing mud at low tide. 
It was hard work, and wet too, as the clams spat 
every time we dug near them. We also noticed that 
the smaller the clam, the wetter we became. 

Lobster was our specialty! I don't think any of 
us will ever forget our first lobster feed on the 
island. We spent all daj^ choosing them, two big 
ones each! Next we had to borrow a pot large 
enough to hold them all. You can imagine how 
gigantic it was! About four o'clock my brother and 
I went across the island to get it. We almost died 
at the sight of it. I t was the biggest we had ever 
seen, and we wondered how we would get it back 
to our camp. However, it had a large lid so we split 
it up evenly making it considerably^ lighter. Real
izing that we would eA'entually have to fill it with 
salt water, we decided to do it there and carry it 
back full. Little did we suspect how heavy salt water 
could be! Half way home we dumped out the re
maining water and sand and decided that it would 
be ea.sier to fill it by hand! 

When we got back Mom had the fire going and 
we placed seaweed around the edge to gi\'e it a 
more realistic effect. It was almost six by the time 
we had finished setting our table in the sand with 
all the goodies that go with a good feed. The water 
hadn't come to a boil yet and the lobsters, which 
had been on ice for hours, were beginning to get 
restless! At seven-thirty all the goodies had dis
appeared, the water hadn't boiled and the sun was 
going down. By eight we gave up waiting, flung 
more seaweed on the fire to bring the water to a 
steady boil, and plunked the lobsters into the pot. 
The seaweed only succeeded in creating a smoke 
screen between us and our meal, and when the 
allotted time was up we took a peek at the lobsters. 
We were met by eight pairs of beady eyes, which 
seemed to say, "Brother, are you ever amateurs!" 

At nine we sat down, ready to forget the past 
hours and enjoy the lobsters, which had turned 
pink at last! By this time the moon was up and a 
stiff' breeze was coming off' the ocean. We also had 
hundreds of uninvited guests! — Mosquitoes! 

My sister sprayed us all with bug-goop; when 
that didn't work, she sprayed the table, food in
cluded. That was enough to keep us away! But 
we weren't going to give up then, not after all we'd 
been through! 

The seagulls kept us awake all night as those 
hungry scavengers ransacked the lobster shells in 
the garbage. With one meal, we had satisfied three 
groups — ourselves, the mosciuitoes, and the gulls! 

The days went by rjuickly and it was soon time 
to go home, but we left that happy island with a 
new respect foi' natui'e and with the knowledge that 
we were (piite capable of doing it again, though all 
needed a long year of recuperation first. 

LINDA COWANS, V lA. 

UMBRELLAS 
The sky is grey and heavy; over it roll large black 

storm clouds which are being pushed by a hot 
sluggish wind. In the small towns the sidewalks are 
dusty, and heat is rising fi'imi them in slow pul
sating waves. The small strip of grass that borders 
the sidewalk is dry and withered, the earth is 
caked and cracked. The tinj^ shops on this main 
street all have faded and frayed red or green awn
ings, which hang limply in their frames. Through 
the hazy window one sees the shop keepers slouched 
in their chairs, their siut jackets undone and their 
ties loosened. There is no gay laughter of children 
playing at games; the only sounds on this street 
are the steady buzz of air conditioners and the 
whirr of sprinklers. 

At last the storm breaks; there is no loud clash 
of thunder or golden spear of lightning, only the 
steady pat of the large warm drops as they plummet 
from the sk3^ This steady rhythm seems to stir 
the heart of every member of this town. Children 
clad in swim suits pour forth into the streets 
.singing and laughing merrily. Parents come forth 
under strangelj^-shaped and many-hued umbrellas, 
on which the rain Ijcats a gentle melody. The main 
street that was once silent and emptj^, now seems 
to sway Avith the rhythm that the rain beats on 
the umbrellas as they glide up and down the 
puddled .streets on the .shoulders of their owners. 
The crystal beads on the unbrellas wink merrily 
at the down-coming rain. 

After the storm the town falls back into its 
idle ways. The only remnants of this gay interlude 
are the rain-filled awnings from which the water 
runs, the puddles in which the children splash 
and play merrily, and the wet umbrellas which 
are leaning against the front doors to dry. 

CLAUDIA DEAVAH, VI A. 
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MEDICAL FOLKLORE 

(The speech which placed first in the semi-final of 
the McGill Alumnae Public Speaking Competit ion 
for the St. Francis district. This was giA'en in 
Sherbrooke on February 12.) 

Nosebleeds, toothaches, headaches! What do you 
d o ? Run to the doctor, make a bee-line for the 
medicine-cabinet, or dash off to the corner drug 
store ? Stop! Next time, t ry a cure from the medical 
wisdom of a Newfoundland fisherman. After Cabot 
had visited Newfoundland, there was a continuous 
flow of "rich-men, poor-men, beggar-men, and 
thieves" from continental luirope, the Channel 
Isles, and Great Britain. Each individual brought 
with him his own substi tute for the family doctor. 
As these people settled in their new-found-land, 
they came in contact with the native inhabitants , 
the Beothic Indians and the Atlantic EskiuKjs. Now 
you can imagine the healthful remedies originating 
from Indian, E.skimo, and F^uropean prescriptions. 

Have you ever seen a person suffering from a 
nosebleed ? Maybe it was tha t little boy who was 
hit with a snowball while playing in the pine-free 
grove ? Next time, take some turpentine from one 
of the nearby trees and spread it on the victim's 
nose. If this stings him, or he makes a fuss, there is 
another cure — a cobweb —. Wind this about his 
nose. It is infallible. 

Ladies! Have you warts on your fingers because 
you have been u.sing too much hand-lotion ? A 
suggestion from a Newfoundland fisherman would 
be to find a stick and put as many notches in the 
stick as you have warts. Hide the stick and presto, 
your warts will vanish! 

We all put off going to the dentist 's . We know 
we shouldn' t , bu t everyone does .sympathize with 
the toothache sufferer even if his misery is his 
own fault. If you were a true Newfoundlander you 
would never have to go to the dentist 's to get rid 
of your toothache. All you would have to do is get 
up some starless night and slip quietly off to a 
graveyard, .seek out the last resting-place of your 
most pious ancestor, take a pebble from his mound 
and put it in your mouth. Though you might not 
like scavenging around graveyards in the company 
of ghosts, it 's worth it. 

Weren ' t you on edge last night when you had 
tha t piercing headache ? No more pills for you. 
Don ' t worry! Just walk around in a circle — back
wards! Weren't you in agony when you had thai 
pain in your .side? Well, cheer up! Don' t worry 
about t ha t either. Be like Demosthenes; put a 
pebble in your mouth . It will cure your pain as 
effectively as it cured his s tammer. Wasn ' t tha t a 
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scary visit vou had from the "old h a g " last Satur

day night ?"Nightmares are upset t ing, a r en ' t they ? 

No more for you if you find someone to call your 

name — backwards! 
Poor dear old Granny and her rheuma t i sm! If 

you would like to earn an extra sweet the next 
time you go to visit her, tell her to ca tch a large, 
brown jellyfish, and to put this large brown jellyfish 
in a bottle of water . When it dissolves she should 
rub the li(iuid on her aches and pains, if she can 
disregard the ghastly odour. Before she knows it 
she will feel as lively as a .spring chicken. 

No doubt you have .spent your lives as slaves 
to your fear of germs, and have wasted your money 
on doctors, dentists , and medicines. Pe rhaps at 
last you will be able to emancipa te younself from 
what Bernard Shaw considers "scientific super
stitions' and become as happy and hea l thy as a 
hardy Newfoundland fisherman. 

E L I Z A B E T H S H E R I D A N C O O K , VI A. 

A T R A I N T R I P 

"But .lohn, how do you know I'll like i t ? " asked 
Dougie, holding on to John ' s coat for all he was 
worth. 

Litfl(> Dougie Preston, the five-year-old, fair-
haired son of Mayor Preston of Bobcaygeon, was 
going for a train ride from Bobcaygeon to Lindsay 
with his older brother John. Dougie had never 
travelled anywhere before, except by car, and even 
then he'd been car-sick; therefore he wasn ' t at all 
sure how he would like a train tr ip. 

"l^h, . lohn? How do you — J o h n n y ! Are you 
sure I'll like it ?" whined the little boy. 

"Not now, Dougie," replied John impat ien t ly . 
" I ' \ e got fo get our t ickets in a hur ry or we'll miss 
the train. Tell me after ." 

John was also a little nei'A'ous, for he had never 
had anyone to take care of before. Soon every th ing 
was in order, and before long John and Doug were 
comfortably seated in the last car of the t ra in . 

Look, Johnny! We're higher than all the o ther 
peoples and. . ," 

"People, not peoples, Doug," corrected John , 
laughing to himself a t the mistake. 

"People, then and the cars t oo ! " exclaimed the 
little boy fervently. "Oh, goody! We're moving!" 

.John looked at his little brother , who had the 
same fairness that he had. Dougie's big blue eyes 
were almost popping out of his head, and his face 
h a d n ' t moved from the window since they had sat 
down, but his chubby little a rms were cons tan t ly 
moving, either point ing to cows in the fields or 
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waving to men Avorking beside the tracks. Soon 
thej^ came to the little town of Dunsford. 

"Hey! We're .stopping! Look at the big red 
trucks! What are those men doing? OH! More 
peoples are getting on. Why do Ave have to stop ?" 

Doug fired so many cpiestions at John, that not 
one was an.SAvered before the train started moving 
again. 

"Johnny, look at all tho.se trees and stumps 
Avhich are groAved out in the lake!" burst out the 
little boy as the train cros.sed the swamp. "I never 
saAv'd them groAv out of lakes before." 

Doug Avas sitting glued to the AvindoAv Avhen they 
reached Lindsaj^ half an hour later. 

"Come on, Doug, it's time to go. Mom is waiting 
for us to — Dougie! Hurry up!" shouted John 
again, Avhen he saAv Dougie wasn't moAung. Re-
luctantl}^ Dougie folloAved John off' the train. 

"Gee, I liked that!" exclaimed Dougie in the 
station. "When Avill Ave go again, huh? John, huh? 
TomorroAv ?" 

"We'll .see," .smiled John, and the IAVO happy 
boys disappeared doAvn the street. 

JANET BURGOY.XE, VI A. 

ARE WE VIEWERS 
RATHER THAN DOERS? 

(The .speech made at the Finals of the McGill Alum
nae Public Speaking Competition, on February 
28th at the Redpath Library at McGill.) 

What Avere you doing on February the tAventieth, 
nineteen-hundred-and-sixty-tA\'o ? Think hard! It is 
in the past. It is UOAV histor3^ What Avere you 
doing — or — were you viewing ? 

More likely than not, you, in company Avith the 
Avhole North American Continent were AUCAving 
John Glenn Junior orbiting the earth, and lucky we 
are to haA ê been able to vicAV the record of that 
flight. But Avait! Do Ave knoAv Avhere to draAv the 
line ? 

"The puck is rolling! He shoots! He scores!" 
Who scored ? You, or that lad on the television, or 
the boy in the huge stadium, or the one in the 
movie ? Which are Ave more apt to do in our leisure 
time — sit — vieAving some sport played by pro
fessionals — or do Ave get out on the field Avith our 
oAvn football or take to the local pond Avith our 
hockey stick, as Grand-daddy did ? 

You are in the middle of the family Christmas 
party. When you Avish to liven up everyone's spirits, 
what is your habit ? Do you dust off Great-uncle's 
fiddle and sit dear old Aunt Susie on the piano 
stool, or do you perch your guests on chairs to 
watch Dickens' Christmas Carol as interpreted 

by the C.B.C. or the X.Y.Z. ? 
I Avonder hoAV many of us rush through the supper 

di.shes so that Ave can join a group of congenial 
friends at the Little Theati'e and sound forth in 
an Irish tragedy — or an American comedy ? Aren't 
most of us happier Avatching the dashing Perry 
Mason rescue some innocent soul from execution ? 

Glance into a typical sitting-room of to-day. 
What do you see ? EA^eryone — young and old — 
mesmerised before the "little box." NOAV, glance 
into a similar sitting-room of about a hundred years 
ago. Papa is reading aloud Avhile some of the ladies 
are hemming handkerchiefs and others are em
broidering tea-cloths. In the corner Auntie is 
finishing a Avater-colour and Melinda is netting a 
pur.se. 

Many people Avorry to-day Avhen they see the 
croAvds thronging our stadiums and forums. They 
think of the Roman arena, and The Decline and 
Fall. On the other hand, Avhen they see almost as 
many people in our art galleries and mu.seums do 
they really believe that these A'ieAvers Avould be 
better employed painting tiny floAvers on china tea
cups as Great-grandma did ? They must also re
member that telcAusion, properly controlled, is one 
of the best Avays of teaching certain subjects and 
stimulating interest. It has become an accepted 
part of almost cA êry school programme. These fcAv 
examples proA ê that AVC, for better or Avorse, are 
viewers, especiallj^ in our leisure time. 

NOAV, I can almost hear you thinking, "With all 
this talk of vicAving has she forgotten that the 
tAventieth century is noted for its extraordinary 
achieA^ements?" 

No, I have not forgotten. One is staggered at 
the thought of all the doing behind Glenn's flight, 
for instance — behind all the viewing. Everyone 
knoAvs about the scientific discoA'eries of our genera
tion and the adA^ances in medicine resulting from 
these. Each child in our Avorld can receiA^e up-to-
date inoculations against disease. We look at the 
comforts of our daily lives as Avell as at the bridges 
and buildings and the feats of engineering all over 
the Avorld. These achievements are the result of 
tireless, incredible doing, not only by the experts, 
but also by the ordinary, CA^eryday people. 

Is the ansAver to our question perhaps this: in 
this age of automation the technicians haA'e given 
us the means and leisure to enrich and broaden our 
lives Avith viewing, Avhile Ave need not at the same 
time neglect the doing. 

M}' ansAver is, "We are A'icAvers, yes; but AÂe are 
also effective, creative doers." 

ELIZABETH SHERID.AN COOK, VI A. 
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BEFORE T H E PARTY 
I t was New Year 's Eve, and as it Avas a special 

evening, the little toAvn of St. Francis Avas preparing 
for its annual parties. The procedure is ahvays as 
thrilling for the ones giving the parties as for the 
people going. Christine CoUings Avas invited to a 
dance at Shelley's and it Avas suppo.sed to be (piite a 
big " d o " , so she Avas Avry excited. 

"Heavens ! Mother, Avhcre is my dress? Hasn' t 
it arriA'cd ? — WhcAv! Here it is, but Ma—um, I 
haven ' t even had a ba th yet and he's picking me 
up in an hour ," Christine shouted as was the habit 
between Mother and daughter since Mother AA'as 
usually in the kitchen! 

" I ' m right across the hall, dear; you needn' t 
scream. Hurry up and have your ba th and I'll 
get some of the confusion in your room tidied. If 
you 'd only just put things —." 

Remembering tha t it Avas Christmas, Mother 
once again refrained from nagging. 

"Alummy, I forgot my sponge. Could you bring 
it, please. Oh! No! I think I heard .limmy come in. 
Tha t spells trouble. Can ' t you keep him doAvnstairs 
for a Avhile. He's .such a pest and —." 

J immy, her ten-year-old brother, interrupted 
Christine's pleas. 

" M u m m y , Avhere's my watergun ? I 've just come 
in to get some of Christine's pickies so I can plav 
"Pick-Up Sticks." 

" D o n ' t you dare ," came the horrified .shout from 
the bathroom. " I need those pickies. I 've been 
wondering Avhere they were all going. If you don ' t 
find the rest of them there will be trouble for you, 
boy!" 

"Gir ls! Those things only make your hair stick 
out like a haystack anyway ." J immy delighted in 
gett ing his sister angry and he usually succeeded 
to the point of her use of rather coarse words. 

"Oh, shut -up! Why don ' t you go play with your 
silly friends. Mother, plea.se get rid of him so I can 
get ready ." 

No, C'hristine certainly d idn ' t need encourage
ment in gett ing annoyed before a par ty , especially 
since John had invited her. She had been raving 
about him for weeks, but had nearly given up hope 
of his ever asking her for a date, until he had 
phoned the Aveek before. She had nearly fainted 
Avhen she had heard his voice. Fancy his asking 
her, out of all the other popular girls in St. Francis. 
.She was now .set on making the other girls green 
Avith jealousy. 

" J immy, come here a minute , " commanded 
Mother . "Listen, do anything, but don ' t go 
pestering Christine, becau.se she will never be 

ready. Now, Go!" 
" H a n d me a toAvel please. M u m . T h a n k s . Oh! 

I can hardly wait to arrive wi th J o h n and see their 
faces. I dicln't tell Karen , because she Avould be 
so jealous. Ooooh! I ha te her. You knoAV Avhat she 
did la.st week? S h e - — . " Resuming her chat Avith 
Mother, Christine Avas again in te r rup ted by the 
telephone ringing. 

"No , dear, but hurry or you'll be late . There goes 

the phone, (^lick, here is your dressing gOAvn; UOAV, 

s tar t dressing." 
Mrs. Collings pulled Christ ine out of the ba th 

room and shoved her into a bedroom, nicely deco
rated but not elaborate. Then she ran out to .seize 
hold of the telephone receiver. Chris t ine began 
.searching under the bed. 

"Oh! Where is cA^erything?" she mut t e red . Then 
as she pulled her hand aAvay from someth ing t h a t 
she Avas caught in, she broke her gold chain. 

"Darn it! Well, I guess I don ' t Avear m y chain 
to-night, "she moaned. ^Managing to heighten her 
A'oice to a shout, she said, "I just broke my gold 
chain. M u m . " 

"Shhh! Can' t you h e a r ? I 'm on the phone. 
Wear the other one, t hen , " Mrs . Collings snapped, 
as she really did not .see why the T . \ ' . repair man 
should ring up on a New Year 's Eve even if it 
Avas considerate of him. Besides, it could do J i m m y 
no harm to cea.se watching T,V. for a Avhile. 

Christine was still exclaiming to herself, " . \ m I 
cA êr glad that creep Mike Jameson isn ' t tak ing 
me to tha t awful par ty at Carey ' s house. I t really 
squished him when I told him I had a da te . I t 
never entered his mind that Christ ine Collings 
would go with anyone else but him. Oh! M y gosh! 
Only ten more minutes !" 

Christine was interrupted while expressing her 
thoughts by the terrible 'ding-dong' of the door
bell, "No , no! It can ' t be. Help! M u m get off the 
phone. He's here. What am I going to d o ? " 

She darted about the room making frantic efforts 
to get ready and suddenly bumped into J i m m y , who 
had sauntered in with an air of great amusemen t . 
He actually had the nerve to laugh. 

" H a ! Ha! I fooled you. You thought it Avas John . 
Wha t a riot!" He looked a t her cynically and 
sauntered back out of the room. 

"Oh! ^'ou little b ra t ! I nearly had hear t failure 
How could you do tha t ? Why don ' t you grow up ?" 
Christine collapsed onto the bed in u t te r i'esi«n., 

. V ' . , - , 1 I t l 

tion. 
" J immy, if you don ' t behav(> yourself, you will 

end up .sorry. Now, go to your room this minu te " 
Mother ordered. Silence fell. " N o w ! " A .scutteriu"' 
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of feet and Jimmy Avas heard of no more that night. 
"Chrisy, pull yourself together. Now, you are 

almost ready." 
Walking sedately into the room, Mrs. Collings 

cheered up Christine and began organizing things. 
Christine arose and, after a couple of minutes, 
forgot the episode. 

"Alum, Sue told me — the other day — that she 
Avas going steady Avith Tom. I told her that she was 
nuts so she can't stand me — but don't you think 
she is crazy? After all, she has just moA êd to this 
toAvii. No one will pay any attention to her and 
then Avhen she breaks up with Tom she Avon't know 
anyone. Could you pa.ss my shoes? Thanks! L^gh! 
My hair is all frizzy. Can you fasten my necklace ? 
Should I Avear my UCAV coat ? I think 1 will." 

With that Christine dashed fi'om the room doAvn 
to the hall cupboard, fetched her coat, and then 
dashed, with eciual lack of grace, back into her 
bedroom. All this time. Mother had stood, her left 
eyebroAv raised as Avas her habit, looking anxiously 
after her daughter and thinking hoAv nice it was 
to be old. 

"'Tis the .sea.son to be jolly, fa, la, la, la, la, la, 
la, la, la! There I'm all ready — Avell, nearly. Was 
that John's car I heard drive up outside ? I hope 
not, because I haven't combed out my hair yet 
or —." 

But poor Christine was out of luck this time. The 
doorbell Avent 'ding-dong' in her ears and a piercing 
yell ensued. "I can't possibly make it. You comb 
mj^ hair Avhile I put on my make-up. NOAV, the spray 
net. Cough! Splutter! CarefiU, Mum, that 's 
enough—shoes, coat, scarf, gloA^es, Avhat else?" 

Exasperated, Christine ran doAvnstairs. 
"That ' s fine, dear," her mother called after her. 

Christine tore into the lounge, pinched her cheeks 
for iieAv colour, and giving her hair the la.st push 
into place she Avalked to the front door and opening 
it said cheerfully, "Hi!" 

SHIREEN FINCH, VI A. 

THE WRONG CLIENT 
Jean Tindale Avas very busy making the endless 

preparations for a cocktail party. Jim Avas bringing 
his Board and their wives home for a supper-in
clusive. There was a light but demanding knock 
on the door. Jean hastily put the last guest-towel 
on the chrome rack in the hall bathroom, and 
tripping violently over a vacuum cleaner cord, she 
reached the front door. It opened Avith a creak 
of protesting hinges onto the snoAv-flurries Avhich 
were the porch. Jean's mental note was "I must 
get HoAvard to try his bicycle oil on those hinges." 

A young man materialized Avith his great-coat collar 
turned up around his ears. 

"Good morning. Ma'am," remarked the stranger 
pleasantly. 

(Silence ensued while the bu.sy housewife refu.sed 
to take any hint from his continual shivering.) 

"May I come in, Mrs. — a h — ? " 
"Tindale," ansAvered Jean, and sighing inwardly, 

added "Please do come in." 
As the A'isitor Avas stamping his feet on the door

mat, Janet the house-maid came running up, pro
found despair in ever}' Avord. 

"Ala'am, there's a hole in the Venetian lace, and 
the Irish lace is m u c h too big for the table!" 

"Never mind, Janet," soothed Jean, already on 
the Avay to the dining-room. The \'isitor f(jllowed, 
divested of his coat and carrying a large A'olume 
labelled "Hints on General Housekeeping." 

"Oh, I think I see what we can do," mu.sed Jean, 
"Janet, you take that end of the table and pull, 
and I'll take this end." Suddenly noticing her 
follower for the first time, "No! You (Avaving her 
hand at him) pull here and I'll put the extra leaves 
in the middle." Mo.stly to herself. "I hope the 
HathaAvays get here to-night; that Avill fill the 
table." 

She turned to be confronted by her visitor 
again. He held out his bundle. 

"Mrs. Tindale, you really should look at this 
Avonderful —" An abrupt halt as Howard T. col
lided Auolently Avith him on the Avay to the kitchen; 
the salesman smiled bravely — "Avonderful edition 
of "Hints on General Housekeeping," Avhich Avill 
alxA'ays come in —," but Mrs. Tindale had vanished 
after HoAvard. 

"No food at this time of the morning, y(nuig 
man!" Her A'oice from the kitchen was sharp. "Cook 
is very busy. Go and get your .speller; page six; find 
me Avhen you know them." 

When the salesman had recovered slightly he 
followed to the kitchen. He found Mrs. Tindale 
perched high on a red stool by the gleaming 
freezer, with Cook breathing doAvn her neck. 
Cook — .solid, comfortable, reliable, a black cookery 
genius — Avas the mainstay of the Tindale famil3^ 
Into the council of war ju.st begun sauntered the 
salesman. 

"NOAV, Madam, here is an excellent recipe for a 
quick soufle —!" 

"Yes, yes," smiled Mrs. Tindale from her perch, 
and continued to confer Avith Cook. "Yes, Cook, 
a fish casserole Avill accommodate the Roman 
Cathohcs," and Cook's "Yes, Ma'am!" held a note 
of regret for the "quick soufl^." 
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Jean then heard sounds of indolent Avhisking 
from the library and surprised Janet flicking at the 
dust on the telephone. 

"No, no, Janet," she protested. "Wipe!" 

A flick of her cloth sent a fine poAvder of dust into 
the young man's face. 

"NoAv, Avhat AA'ere you .saying?" 
Rather wearily he began again, "f have a wonder

ful edition of 'Hints on General Hou.sekeeping.' 
This book Avill help you Avith any problem in the 
art of housekeeping, Afrs. Tindale." 

"Art!" laughed Mrs. Tindale. "What an art!" 

At this point HoAvard appeared again. He stood, 
feet apart, hands clasped tightly behind his l)ack, 
eyes closed as if trying to retain the visual image 
of his Avords, and recited rapidly. (iMumble— 
mumljle—mumble.) Mrs. Tindale was amused, l)ut 
uncompassionate. 

"All right, HoAvard, give me the book." 

Grinning sheepishly he started again. "Spelling— 
.S-p-e-1-i-n-g. — No? he faltered. "S-p-p-e-1-i-n-g ? 
Gee, I guess I don't really know them after all!" 
and he looked genuinely surprised at this discovery. 

The clock struck tAveh ê soft chimes, breaking 
the silence ensuing after young HoAvard's departure. 

"Now Avhat did you want to tell me about?" 
smiled Mrs. Tindale politely. 

All at once the salesman felt very tired. "Madam, 
I Avant to Avish you and your hou.sehold a very 
Merry Christmas," and with a smile full (jf the 
season's good Avill, he Avhisked through the door 
and closed it after him. 

On the inside of the door the bu.sy hou.sewife 
smiled to herself, and hurried off to lunch. On the 
outside of the door the young man pitched the 
heavy book he was carrying into a snoAv-bank and 
started across the street humming. As he fad(>d 
into the snow the tune gradually died aAvay. 

C A T H E R I N E W O O T T O X , VI A. 

There once Avas a Comptonite, Kay, 

Who thought .she could turn night to day; 

At nights she AA'ould talk, 

Then be .sent on croc-walks 

For a Aveek — .she learned the hard way! 

JANET BURGOYNE, VI A. 

CONCEPTION OF FAIRYLAND 

Do you believe in fairies ? Please say you do, for 
cA-ery time a person says, "I don't belicA^e in fairies," 
somewhere, somehoAV a little fairy dies. I have al-
Avays believed in fairies. Last night I mapped 
out in my mind such a beautiful picture of it 
that I feel I must share it with you. I have 
often felt that all the beautiful things in the Avorld 
are part of fairyland — a foaming Avaterfall, a dark 
wood, rays of sunshine through a frosty AvindoAV, or 
a bed of daffodils, but last night I felt sure that 
the capital city ot fairyland is on Avhat Shakespeare 
calls "the beached margent of the .sea." I don't 
know what sea-shore or how to get there, for if I 
did I Avould be there UOAV. I don't believe that it is 
an outstandingly lovely piece of beach; it Avouldn't 
need to be with hosts of Avinged fairies to beautify 
it. A dark sea, a short stretch of beach, and a cliff' 
constituted the framcAvork of the place I saw. The 
cliff' Avas not especially high; the only unusual thing 
about it was that it Avas made of A'ery clear rock 
which looked a bit like (piartz and had a luminous 
(luality about it. The sea was (piite rough, but 
Avhere the moon had cast a sil\'(>i' pathway across 
the water, not a drop stirred. Sailing up this silver 
Avaj' Avere many tiny ships coming from all over 
the fairy kingdom, carrying their loads of "sandal
wood, cedarAvood, and sAveet white Avine." At the 
point where the pathAvay met the land Avas a little 
harbour, and here, held to the land by tAvisted 
cobAvebs, w(>i'c all manner of ships — ocean liners, 
galleons, sailing boats, canoes — all on a miniature 
scale, of course. 

Up against the cliff wall was the fairy village, 
each little house a .sand castle. A whole row of 
little shops, each one displaying its AÂ ares, lined 
the main street. Outside a grocer^y store I saAV 
leaning against a barrel of acorns, an advertise
ment for sugared moonbeams, and beside it a staff 
of gingerbread fairies. A dress shop invited fairy 
mothers to clothe their little girls in super-spun 
cobAveb dresses with a Avisp of cloud at the Avaist. 
A furniture store claimed that mattresses made out 
of milkw(-ed down Avere the softest yet. The little 
road winding through the village was paved with 
seashells and lined on either side Avith silver pine-
cones. This lane led out of the village to a magni
ficent sand castle, the home of the fairy king and 
queen. The palace Avas built on a grassy terrace 
surrounded by a silvery moat. Though it was made 
of .sand, as I have said, the sand was so closely 
packed that it resembled yellow brick. The castle 
was minaretted at each corner, and topped by a 
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large, onion-shaped dome. The AvindoAvs were all 
made of stained Stardust and each one depicted a 
scene from a different part of fairyland. It Avas sur
rounded and almost obscured by an ethereal haze, 
Avhich further increa.sed the atmosphere of un
reality. A pathway going down toAvards the sea 
brought me to an esplanade, also lined Avith sea 
shells. FolIoAving this path, I saAV a large outdoor 
pavilion where all the older fairies and also some 
teenage ones Avere dancing. The mu.sic was the 
most unrealistic thing that I had come across yet. 
It was a mixture of an almost Avild, primitive beat, 
and the airy haunting music that I had ahvays 
expected fairy music to sound like. It Avas made by 
a tAventy-piece orchestra, the players seated in the 
middle of the floor. One musician attracted me es
pecially. He Avas terribly old and Avithered Avith a 
long white beard floAving doAvn to his knees. I had 
formerly thought that fairies Avere eternal creatures, 
but when I saAV this Avhite beard, I began to realize 
hoAv like human beings fairies really are. He Avas 
playing an instrument Avhich resembled a gourd, 
but on looking closer, I found it to be made of 
walnut shell, strung with angels' hair. The mother 
and father fairies Avere doing a ceremonial dance 
up and doAvn the floor, changing partners, and 
Avhirling around on feet that barely touched the 
floor. Their feathery Avings Avere tucked behind 
them, but every now and their, Avhen a couple Avould 
become tired of the crush on the floor, they Avould 
unfold their AAungs and fly up above the pavilion 
to dance in the air. Imagine mj^ surprise Avhen I 
saAV some younger fairies hiding behind the band 
doing the tAvist! They AA-ere obviously getting such 
a lot of fun out of it that I Avas tempted to go and 
join them, but Avhen I put one foot forAvard, I 
looked at it, and remembered that these fairies 
AA'ere no bigger than my toe. 

I had noAv \dsualized almost all of fairyland, and 
Avas just getting ready to turn over and go to 
sleep Avhen I saAV some little boy fairies Avho had 
left their beds. They had built a slide into the sea, 
and were mirthfully slipping doAvn it into the Avater, 
emerging Avith everything Avet and bedraggled, 
including their Avings. It Avas with the thought that 
next summer I would be doing exactly the same 
thing, that I fell asleep. 

NOAV, the next time anyone says to you, "Do 
you belicA^e in fairies?" just think of all the gaiety 
and beauty you will be depriving one little fairy of, 
if you foolishly ansAver, "Pooh, of course I don't 
believe in fairies!" 

ESTHER FRANKLIN, VI A. 

WILLY 

Have you CA'er had the experience of living with a 
AAdId animal such as a racoon? Do you think that 
you would really know Avhat to do if you Avere 
given a racoon as a gift ? Mum and Dad had Avanted 
to give the three girls in the family a small animal 
to care for. While reading the ads. in the MONTREAL 

STAR, they came across an ad. saying that there Avas 
a baby racoon for sale. JVIum decided that .she Avould 
•see this little animal and decide whether it was 
Avorth buying. Dad kncAv that as soon as Mum 
saAV it she Avould Avant the racoon. On Christmas 
morning Ave found the racoon under the Christmas 
tree in a little cage. 

The racoon Avas chri.stened William — Willy for 
short. He Avas about IAVO feet long counting his 
tail and still had his baby fur. He had a black mask 
over his broAAm eyes and blackish broAvn .stripes 
circling his tail. Although Willy Avas only six 
months old, he AÂas quite big and very rolly-polly. 

Apparently racoons are supposed to be very clean 
about their eating habits. As soon as Willy Avas 
alloAved to go freely about the hou.se, after Ave had 
locked everything up .securely, Ave Avould feed him 
in the kitchen Avith Mr. Mudderidge, the dog. We 
Avould give Willy a dish of Avater, an egg and a boAvl 
of alphabits, since he Avas A êry fond of sugar. As 
.soon as we placed the dishes on the floor, Willy 
AA'Ould have a race Avith the dog into the kitchen 
and Avould Avash his face and paws. That Avould 
create a big problem! He Avouldn't dry his hands, 
so that he made hnir Avet marks Avhile eating his 
breakfast. Then after Avashing his hands, Willy 
Avonld pick up the egg and play "Catch the Egg"— 
if you can. As soon as he had caught the egg he 
AA'ould demolish it and start Avashing the alphabits. 
This also created a problem because Avhen he tried 
to pick up a handful of alphabits to Avash them, 
they Avould fly all over the kitchen floor. In the end, 
hoAvever, Willy ate them all up. After this cere
monial act — as yon might call it — Willy Avould 
Avash his hands and face once more and Avould 
prance off', leaving a trail of Avet paAv marks behind 
him. 

Earth and ashes seemed to interest him the most. 
When he climbed OÂ er the chairs blockading the 
sun-room, he Avould run across the room and 
start digging madly at an avacado plant. Mum, 
having heard the chairs falling, Avould come into 
the room and find Willy sitting on his seat as 
contented as a COAV chcAving her cud. Another time 
Mum found him .sitting in the fireplace, absolutely 
black, and playing Avith the ashes. 
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By this time three weeks had passed and Willj^ 
had not been outside. (He was house trained and 
had a little box especially for him so tha t AVC never 
took him out.side.) Becau.se Willy AA'as from the 
south he Avas not accustomed to the cold. We 
bundled him up and put a leash on him and took 
him out. As soon as he felt the cold he ran right 
back into the hou.se, and so we decided that AVC 
Avould Avait until it Avas a little milder before we 
would bring him outside again. 

At about the beginning of May, Dad built an 
outside cage for Willy so tha t he could s tay outside 
all summer and not tear the house to pieces. Willy 
was very intelligent, because he already undeistood 
his name and came Avhen Ave called him, and he 
had also opened his cage door quite a fcAV times by 
himself. One Sunday morning in June I woke up 
and heard my sister calling Dad out.side. 

I got up just in t ime to hear, " I t ' s all right Dad, 
I 've found Willy. He's up in this t ree ." 

Apparently, Willy had freed himself the night 
before, but of course Ave Avere too ignorant to believe 
that Willy had freed him.self. We blamed ourselves 
for not haA'ing shut the cage door .securely. After 
church I went to the cage to feed Willy but found 
the door open. I asked Dad if he had taken Willy 
out for a Avalk, but he .said tha t he hadn ' t .seen 
Willy since early tha t morning. We searched for 
Willy for IAVO solid Aveeks, but didn't find a sign 
of him. Everyone in the family was heart-broken 
becau.se Ave had learned to love the racoon as one 
of the family. Through the racoon's instinct and 
God's care Ave know he will live in his new free 
fife. 

SUSAN MARPOLE, VI A. 

ONE BRAVE, BOLD HUSBAND 
A young couple were sitting before the fire. It 

was their th i r teenth anniversary. Tony and Susan 
had been living in their new home for thirteen 
days — the home by the rippling brook which they 
had scraped and .saved for during the last tAvo 
years of the Avar, the home which Susan had dr(>amt 
of ever .since "Uncle Wiggley" had been read to 
her a t bed-time. They had ari'i\^ed home from theii' 
fun-filled month-long honeymoon at ele\-en-thirty in 
the cA^ening exactly thirteen days ago and now 
Avere nestled cozily in their very OAVU drawing room. 

" H o h u m ! I 'm sleepy! Aren ' t you, dea r? Time 
for Mr. Sandman to come, don ' t you t h i n k ? " 
Susan yawned and .stretched, as I 'ony tipp(>d the 
bot tom of his mug and drained the last drop of 
cocoa. 

" F u n n y hoAv a fire's glowing embers can lull you 

to sleep. I 'm jolly tired, too, come on, honey, Ave 

better hit the sack." 

Tony jumped out of his a rmcha i r by the hear th 
and Avith an unexpected sAvoop Susan Avas cradled 
in his arms and bundled up the narroAv staircase 
fo their bedroom in the a t t ic benea th the sloping 
eaves. 

"Did I tell you tha t J ane Thomp.son and Tom 
what'.s-his-name are engaged ? Mrs . Squires told me 
this morning as she Avas scrubbing the front porch. 
Isn't it amazing how t h a t Avoman knoAA's about 
cA'ery Tom, Dick and H a r r y ! Do you knoAv t h a t 
she was the one who told me Aunt Mazie Car te r 
was remarrying ? She kncAv it cA'en before M o m m y 
did, Mazie's own sister! Tony, do you think, 
T o n y ? Tony, you ha\'e'nf heard a Avord I'A'C sa id ." 

The big Ijulk beside her tu rned oA'er, gaA'e the 
pillow a friendly pound, then snored piercingly as 
Susan snuggled under the coA'ers, feeling r a the r 
jilted. 

The clock ticked on. It Avas ear ly morning, near ly 
three o'clock. Su.san sat up Avith a s ta r t . Her hear t 
leaped up her trachea, then down again ; missed a 
fcAV beats ; then pounded violently Avithin her. W h a t 
Avas it ? Yes, there Avas a rustle doAvnstairs. A slow 
swish, sAvish sound. Maybe it Avas an old beggar 
padding across the hardAvood floor AA'ith scuffed-out 
moccasins! The sound was clearer UOAV; it Avas 
sharper. No, it couldn't be chains like Alarley had 
worn! " T o n y , " she ins tant ly thought . " T o n y Avill 
make this in t ruder run as fast as his scuflUng feet 
can carry h im." 

She nudged Tony. No ri'spon.se. She poked him. 
Then, as the limp body beside her cont inued 
breathing normally, she nudged even harder , poked 
frantically as she shivered with fright. At last T o n y 
grunted and made a .stirring movement , b u t he 
only turiuHl oA'cr and was once more in a deep 
slumber, 

" W h a t do you do with a husband who won' t 
awaken to protect his wife ?" t h o u g h t Susan, as 
A'lsions of robberies — what was worth stealing in 
their little hou.se — cu t th roa t s , pirates, and C a p 
tain Hooks floated thi 'ough her head. Where was 
her "Pe te r Pan ?" - - Sound asleep beside her! 

Suddenly Tony .sal bolt upright , listened, shook 
his head, fidgeted, then glanced at his bewildered 
wife. 

"There's .somebody in our house, besides mice 
anc^ ourselA^s," stammered Susan, trying to put 
all trace of tear out of her A'oice. 
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Tony patted her arm as he Avhispered, "Don' t 
Avorry, honey, I'll take care of him," in such a 
braA^e unflinching voice that Su.san swelled Avith 
pride in her chiA'alrous husband. 

Tony crept out of bed, tip-toed doAvn the creaking 
attic stairs Avitli an old battered torch in his hand. 
Fie searched the gi'ound floor high and IOAV, be
coming bolder and bolder as he saAv IKJ vestige of 
any intruders. 

"Check out.side, just so I can rest assured, 
please," came Susan's faint plea from over the 
railing of the attic stairs. 

"If it AAqll make you happy, but I really think 
that it Avas just the Avind," came Tony's reply as 
he thrcAv a mackintosh over his shoulders and pulled 
on a pair of Avellingtons. 

He rounded the side of the house. "BIOAV!" His 
torch gaA'e out on him. He groped around for the 
ladder Avhich he kncAv he Avas due to bump into 
any minute. "Ouch!" Another stubbed toe on a 
jagged protruding rock. Suddenly Tony froze; he 
felt someone's cold hands around his neck; hor.ses 
could not haA ê kept him; he turned around and 
made a blinding bolt for the house and Susan. He 
gained the front door, slammed and bolted it, 
then dashed up the .stairs to the aAA'aiting Susan 
Avho still .stood on the stairs, grabbed her and to
gether they scrambled into bed, Avay down under 
the coA'ers. Susan asked no (piestions; actions Avere 
enough; she gathered Tony must have met his 
grandmother's ghost. 

In the kitchen the next morning, Tony was re
lating the CA ênts of his hair-raising Avalk around the 
corner of the hou.se. He polished off' his second 
piece of unburnt toast, took his coffee mug to the 
AvindoAv and pointed out to Susan the exact place 
Avhere his attacker must have stood. No, it couldn't 
be; he Avould neA'er liÂ e it doAvn, but yes, the clothes
line stared back at him. Then Tony realized that 
there had been no attacker but that he, the braA'e, 
bold husband had Avalked into the clothesline, which 
Avas strung from a tree to the AvindoAV ledge! 

ELIZABETH COOK, VI A. 

- ^ ^ ^ 

There once Avas a beatnik from Toole, 

Who Avent to the Arctic by mule; 

When asked hoAV it Avas, 

Fie replied through his fuzz — 

"Why Daddyo! It was like — COOL! 

CAROLYN GIBSON, VI A. 

THE MUSIC OF EVERYDAY LIFE 
To me, music is not only the sort that probably 

comes to your minds Avheii you hear the AA'ord — 
the works of such celebrated compos(M's as Bach 
and Beethoven. Certainly, these have brought en
joyment to millions of young and old alike and 
Avill continue to do so for' many more years, but to 
me all the sounds of life are, in a Avay, music. Most 
of us are inclined to take for granted the sounds Ave 
consider CA'crj^daj' and humdrum. I'or a minute, 
try to think of some of the many sounds that go 
unnoticed in an ordinary day. 

Let's imagine a typical June day during the 
summei' holidays. You are aAvakened by the grand
father clock outside your bedroom chiming eight. 
SloAvly, you drag your.self out of bed, and as j^ou 
pass the bathroom on your Avay doAvnstairs to 
breakfa.st, you hear your father blasting out a song 
in the shoAver. The kitchen is full of actiA'ity. In
deed, the merry Avhistle of the kettle and the spit of 
cooking bacon is music to the ears of a hungry 
person. After breakfast, the clatter of dishes fills 
the air as they are Avashed and dried. Just as you 
are putting aAvay the last dish, and perhaps day
dreaming about hoAv you plan to spend your free 
afternoon, you feel a small, furry body rub against 
3'our legs, and hear a hungry "meoAv!" 

"Oh, no!" you say to your.self. "You little pest! 
You're ahvays hungry!" — but you know, as Avell 
as I do, hoAv this pleading little cry is missed Avhen 
Â ou are aAvay from home. 

In the afternoon, you may decide to A'isit a 
friend and take a short cut through the orchard 
on the Avay. The golden sun is shining brilliantly, 
and everything around you seems fo radiate per
fect bliss. Birds are singing, and an annoyed scjuirrel 
sternly scolds you as you pass under the spreading 
boughs of an apple tree, thick Avith green foliage 
and shoAving a fcAv last blos.soms. A deep buzzing is 
UOAV distinctly heard, and as you glance doAvn at 
your feet, j'ou see a busy honey bee making its 
rounds. A fcAv minutes later, you jump a brook 
that is laughing merrily, and you are tempted to 
stop for just a moment to dangle your feet in the 
refreshing cool, clear Avater. 

That night, after .supper, the telephone rings, 
and I'm sure you knoAv hoAv Avelcome that music 
can be, especially Avhen you feel sure the person 
calling is that special someone you'A^e been waiting 
to hear from all day. This decides how the re
mainder of the evening is to be spent, and it isn't 
until bedtime that you can relax again and ap
preciate the many sounds of a June night. You lie 
aAvake in bed for a Avhile listening to the eternal 
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chirping of the cricket — on and on it goes. Your 
eyelids begin to feel heavy. In the distance an OAVI 

hoots . . . then _you are asleep. 
Thinking back on the picture I have given you, 

can you imagine Avhat this day would have been 
like Avithout any of the sounds Avhich at the time 
seem so unimportant, but as you UOAV realize are 
actually so precious? I'm sure the next time you 
hear a thunderstorm or a baby cry or the patter 
of raindrops on a roof, you'll take the time to stop, 
listen, and feel thankful that we haA'c been ble.ssed 
AA'ith all this "music" which adds a golden touch 
to the beauty of life. 

CAROLYX GIBSON, VI A. 

ABERDAM 
SloAvIy bicycling along the paved Dutch road I 

gazed at the countryside, straining my neck so 
that I could AUCAV as much as possible from mj' 
elevated perch. It Avas one of those rare, hot sunny 
days, in Avhich cAcrything looked so tranquil and 
carefree. Going past an adjoining field I let out a 
shrill "Moo," to get the attention of the .self-
satisfied looking coAvs. I must admit this sudden 
outburst startled me more then the COAVS, for they 
merely gaA^ me a .steady "are-you-crazy" look, and 
continued with their munching. In fact, as far as 
I could see, the only signs of life came from tAvo 
croAvs scpiabbling over a rotten orange. On looking 
as far as the horizon I felt that perhaps the text
books and Columbus had made a mistake in an
nouncing that the Avorld was round; as far as I 
could see the AÂ orld looked flat, and .soon I might 
drop over the edge. Windmills reigned majestically 
OÂ er the patchAvork fields, hemmed in by trim 
fences. Neat little brick farms with shingled roofs 
lay dotted over the countryside, .surrounded by 
man-planted trees, 

Bumpity, bump, bump! 1 did not confinue my 
thoughts for .sometime for I'd come to a cobbled 
road and it took all my concentration to keep 
bicycling and prev(>nt my.self from bouncing off my 
.seat! As I approached a black and Avhite sign my 
spirits brightened, for it indicated that I Avas now 
entering the toAvn of Aberdam. The cobbled road, 
which at heart I'd felt .so bitterly toAvards, added 
fo the picturesque quaintness of this fi.shing IOAAUI. 

Although Aberdam had been badly bombed during 
the war and Avas in great need of repairs, f he layers 
of plaster missing from the buildings, coupled Avith 
broken windoAvs, added fo the toAvn's rustic look. 
The hou.ses were built up at the edge of the road, 
blending in colour Avith each other. On the roof 

tops birds twittered, jumping on the weather-
vanes and chimneys. Also adding to the vividness 
of the town were washing lines freshly girded and 
drunkenly swaggering in the breeze. SidcAvalk cafes 
were filled with laughing, boisterous voices — a 
sign that fi.shing had been good and everyone Avas 
enjoying the prosperity! Along the small alley-like 
road, the old buildings loomed dangerously over
head, while laughing children ran beside them, 
playing some game, Avhich included knocking oA'er 
the garbage cans. 

At last I reached the Avild, treacherous sea, 
Avhere thunderous Avaves crashed doAvn against the 
dykes. On the dunes some Avomen and children Avere 
mending fishing nets, which lay streAvn over the 
sand. Above, scaA'cnging .sea-gulls circled, keen of 
eye to .see any prey beloAv. At interA'als they 
plummeted to the sea, coming up again Avith maybe 
a fish. Resting on the banks Avere Aveathered fishing 
boats, covered AA'ith seaAA'eed. They looked old and 
tired and as if filled like a story-book, full of tales. 

As I left the toAAii of Aberdam, the people's 
smiling faces and lazy attitude to life produced on 
me a happy impression of the Dutch fishing A'illage, 
making me almost envious! 

NICOLA DRUCE, AT A. 

A BLIZZARD 
"And don't forget, do not take any short cuts!" 
Liz .slammed the back door as her mother shouted 

warnings fo her. After all, she Avas UOAV fourteen 
years old and Avas perfectly able to look after her-
.self. She held tight onto the hand of John, her 
four-year-old brother. 

As they Avalked down the road, Liz gazed around 
her. HoAV fortunate they Avere to liÂ e in a nice 
hou.se just out.side the little missionary toAvn of 
St. Anthony, NcAvfoundland. She paid little atten
tion to Avhere she Avas going, flinging over her arm 
the basket which Avould soon be filled Avith fresh 
fish. Suddenly she heard John's plaintiA'c little 
A'oice. 

"Liz, why is it get ting .so cold and dark so .soon ? 
I want to go home." 

"Oh, Johnny, do groAV up! You'd think a little 
Avalk to the gi'ocery store Avas a torture the way you 
and mother talk about it." 

For about half-an-hour they ambled on, talking 
little, and unob.servant of their constantly changing 
environment. For the first time, Liz lifted her eyet 
from the dirt road. The sight she saw slightly sur
prised her, but she got into no great panic. The 
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sky had turned completely grey and although she 
had a Avinter jacket on, .she could feel the biting 
Avind on her bare neck. 

"John, I think there might be a storm coming, so 
Ave'd better h u n y a bit." 

After about ten ntore minutes she realized that 
Avalking at this pace was going to be no good. They 
must find shelter ^ . . . but Avhere ? She wiped aAvay 
the fcAv drops of snoAv that had fallen on her 
freckled .snub nose. She thought she could re
member haAung .seen a shack about halfAvay across 
one of the fields in front of her, but yet . . . she 
wasn't sure. Picking up Johnny and putting him 
on her back, Liz made her waj^ as f[uickly as 
possible across the field. 

"Liz, I'm cold," sobbed little John, "and I Avant 
Mommy." 

"Well, there's nothing I can do about that so 
please be quiet." 

She tried to oA^ercome the panic Avhich filled 
her as she looked around the Avhite Avorld soon to 
envelop her. F'aster and faster she ran. stumbling 
OÂ er anything that came in her Avay. The faster 
she seemed to run the farther aAvay the shack 
seemed to be. She stopped suddenly and her little 
brother slid from her back. John looked up into 
her anxious eyes; Liz kncAv he had .seen the tears. 
There must be something to do! Although she 
could literally not see a yard in front of her she 
sensed that there Avas shelter near. Hand in hand, 
brother and sister Avalked on in Avhat seemed an 
endless search. 

"L-O-O-K!" John suddenly shouted. 
Ahead of them Avas an overturned horse's cart. 

What a help! Why couldn't there haA ê been a 
shack — or something Avarm ? They leaned against 
it, Johnny in tears and Liz on the verge. Their 
hands Avere completely numb and therefore they 
could not possibly turn the cart over for shelter. 
The real t ruth finally came to Liz and she could 
not control herself. Wasn't there any Avay to Avake 
up from this bad dream? This couldn't be true! 

Liz let out a scream as a little bundle fell on 
the hard snoAV Avith a bang — Johnny! Liz dragged 
him over to the sheltered side of the Avagon and 
sat doAvn beside him — He was .sobbing, although 
he Avas almo.st senseless. On and on everything 
went until finally .she too fell into a long, deep 
sleep. 

"Liz, for goodness sake, Avake up! The breakfast 
bell is just about to go!" 

"Are Ave safe, really safe?" Liz, opening her 
eyes, suddenly realized it had all been a dream! 

PATRICIA BALLOCH, VI A. 

BESIDE THE STILL WATERS 
Wearily Don climbed out of bed and shuffled 

into his slippers. Stumbling oA'er a .shoe, he reached 
the AvindoAv and gazed out at the calm lake. It Avas 
a beautiful day and Avhat a daÂ  it Avould be for 
fishing! NOAV completely aAvake, Don slipped into 
his clothes and rushed downstairs, to find his father 
ready to leave. After eating a hearty Ineakfast of 
bacon, eggs and toast, Don was ready for the three 
mile Avalk that lay ahead. Starting off briskly they 
climbed the steep path that led to t i e I eautiful 
lake situated high among the mountains. Find,lly 
they reached their destination and after getting a 
fcAV things out of the old Avooden 1 oat-house they 
pushed off from the shore onto the placjd lake, 
causing a small ripple of Avaves. They gently dipped 
the cracked oars into the clear blue Avater and roAved 
to their favourite spot near a pile of rocks Avhere 
they ahvays caught a lot of fish. The}' dropped the 
anchor Avith a splash that echoed because of the 
quietness of the atmosphere. Settled comfortably 
on their seats they relaxed in the sun — beside 
the still Avaters. The sun Avas shining brightly, 
causing thfe Avater to glisten like a chest of jcAvels. 
The clear blue water .serA êd as a mirror as Don 
searched for a sign of fish beloAv. The lake Avas so 
quiet that one could have heard a pin splash. A 
moose SAvam across the lake in front of them, but 
he too moved Avith the silence of the Avild, glancing 
across the lake to see if another moose Avas fol-
loAving. The reflection of the surrounding mountains 
caught t)on's eye. The birch and maple trees 
bobbed gently as a slight breeze rose on the tran
quil lake and then died tjuickly. All around the 
lake the reflection of the graceful trees formed a 
chain Avith only one link broken by the small 
lonely boat-house, the only building on the shore. 

Suddenly the sound of Don's A ôice spht the air 
as he exclaimed, "I 've got a Avhopper!" At first 
glance it looked as if his rod Avould crack in IAVO, 

as the fish fought gallantly. SloAvly Don reeled in 
the beautiful speckled trout, but as the fish broke 
the surface he gave a final tAvist and freed himself 
from the small hook. Quickly he SAvam to the silent 
depths of the lake and all Avas serene again. 

SUSAN WHITE, VI A. 
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DoAvn the river they swept, these three birch-
bark canoes, one in front, IAVO following abreast. 
The man in the first canoe was my eldest brother, 
just returning from his first season of being a 
coureur de hois. Along Avith the rest of my family — 
my three little sisters, my tAvin brother, and Maman 
and Papa, I Avas standing on the dock, eager to 
greet brother Ren6 and to see what six months in 
the backAvoods had done to him. NOAV they were 
about fifteen feet from us, now they Averc cA'cn 
closer, and then Rene sprang out of his canoe and 
Avas in the midst of his admiring family! He had 
groAvn so handsome and manly during his absence 
that I hardly recognized him. His strong rugged 
face had been bronzed by the sun and he had 
developed large sincAvy muscles in his arms and 
legs. In fact, they Avere so strong that when he 
hugged me, he almost s(iue(>zed the breath out of 
me. He hadn't shaA^ed once since he had gone aAvay, 
he told us, and one look at his thick black beard 
convinced me of this. His hair had groAvn doAvii to 
his shoulders and his jutting eyebroAvs had become 
even .shaggier. In short, I thought he looked as 
though a session Avith "le coiffeur" AA'OUM not do 
him much harm. 

As his large dark eyes smiled doAvn into mine in 
greeting, I remembered how fhej' used to haA'c 
such a sad, dour expression in them, contre le 
monde, they seemed to be. NOAV, they Avere contin
ually laughing — not at the world, but Avith it — 
and the frown Avhich used to so disfigure his fore
head had been completely ironed aAvay. Whether 

ENE 

the sun had shrunken his skin and erased it in that 
Avay, or Avhether the lines had just transferred 
them.selA'es to the corners of his eyes and remained 
there as laughing Avrinkles, I Avas not to knoAv, but it 
certainly Avas an improA^ement. 

WhencA'er he spoke, and especially Avhen he 
laughed, which Avas often, the muscles in his throat 
rippled l)ack and forth. This fascinated my tAvin, 
Josef, ,so much that he afterAA^ards confided that 
he ncA-cr heard a word that Rene said; he Avas too 
busy staring at his throat. Josef has ahvays been 
like that, hoAVCA'er, intrigued by the unusual. 

R(?ne had exchanged the gaudy homespun that 
he had Avorn Avhen he left home for a much more 
practical outfit made entirely of deerskin. Personally 
I thought it looked quite AA'CII on him; it made him 
look much taller than his fiA'c and three-quarters 
feet, and it seemed to diminish the hump shouldered 
look that he still had not lost! HoAvever, Papa said 
that such an outfit Avas entirely uir-called for in 
such a ciA'ilized community as Trois RiA'ieres, and 
that the first thing Rene Avas to do Avhen he reached 
the house was to change into some decent clothing. 
He had slung a squirrel-gun across his back and 
the brightly-coloured Avoollen sash Avhich he had 
wound around his lean Avaist had a long, A'icious-
looking knife tucked in behind it. With his coon-
skin cap perched on the back of his head, his 
beaded Indian moccasins on his feet, and the three 
canoes full of furs out on the river, mj^ brother 
Avas a true coureur de bois and a French Canadian. 

ESTHER F'RANKLIN, Yl A. 
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VI B 

VI B FORM REPORT 
VI B Avas a busy year for all of us. First, Jane 

SteAvart and Cheryl McDermid Avere elected F'orm 
and Sports Captains respectively. As the term 
passed on, HalloAve'en drew near and Ave became 
busier than ever because VI B Avas responsible for 
the dining-room decorations. Making the decor
ations Avas a hard task, but all those on the Art 
Committee had fun making the black cats, the 
fearful goblins, and the huge pumpkin door. As 
VI B's part of the entertainment in the Hallowe'en 
festivities a skit Avas performed to the song "What 
Did Delaware?" 

On the last fcAv Saturdays of the Christmas term 
everyone Avas busy buying toys and candy in the 
village, and on the final Saturday of term Ave ex
changed Christmas stockings. Naturally, the stock
ing for Miss Ramsay contained a package of rice 
pudding mix! 

We started out the Easter term by electing 
Kathryn Wickson as our Form Captain and 
Bridget Blackader as our Sports Captain. 

Skiing was our main outside activity during this 
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term. We Avent to Hillcrest several times and on 
March 10th, Miss Reid took a group of us on a 
cross-country ski hike. 

The third term our Form and Sports Captains 
Avere Andrea NcAvman and Elizabeth Stikeman. 

On April 29th, the school had its annual "Red 
Cross Night" and VI B came forth Avith donations 
of blouses, shirts, dresses and an array of stuffed 
animals. Without the untiring help of Alademolselle 
Gauthier, and the encouragement of our Red Cross 
representative, Gertrude Leslie, Ave are sure Ave 
Avould not have had such a fine display. 

Al.so in the third term the VI B's, under the 
direction of Miss J. Macdonald, produced the third 
act of "The Importance of Being Earnest." We 
are all very grateful to Miss Macdonald for giving 
us so much of her time and talent. 

Throughout the year we met Aveekly in the lounge 
to discuss various neAvs events under the guidance 
of Miss Menzies, Avho Avas kind enough to giÂ e us 
her free time. 

To Miss Ramsay, our I '̂orni Mistress, Ave are 
also very grateful for keeping us in line and in form. 
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VI B P E R S O N A L I T I E S 
T h u m p , crash, giggle, giggle! The Yl B's are at 

it again! 
Above the dim is heard " M y deal ." "No , i t 's 

mine!" "F^ish!" SHEILA SALMOND and BARBARA 

M O N K are matching their wits in a fast game of 
cards. The game is ended abrupt ly as the class 
bell sounds and the noise cea.ses (AVCII almost). 

K A T H I E M I L L S s tands up in Latin class and 
recites "do, dare, daA'i," in.stead of "do, dare, 
ded i" ; B R I D G E T BLACKADER and N O N I E WRICJHT 

are heatedly discussing Avith Mr. Roberts who 
R E A L L Y did sink the "Blsmark" (the Germans 
did! — N.W. & B . B . ) 

K A T H I E W I C K S O X is up at the board in French 
class, as usual, and Avhile Ave are on the subject, 
C H E R M C D E R M I D is one of the select fcAv Avho speak 
French AA'ith a Avestern draAvI! In English Cla.ss 
A N D R E A JCLLICOE offers to cite an example, " M a y 
I q u o t e ? " Avhile T R U D Y L E S L I E carefully explains 

the meaning of a Avord. "The dictionary says. . ." 
PoGi ViCKERS takes Miss Macdonald 's slogan 
"Pull up your .socks!" literally. 

In any class Ave can hear M A R G O DOUGLAS pro
testing, "But I didn ' t have my hand up!" 

BetAveen classes D E B B I E G I L L is heard Availing, 
" I just flunked tha t te.st!" 

J A N E STEWART and M A R G I E WEB.STEK are both 
busily Avriting in their prep books — but not their 
preps. Jane is making lists of Avhat to take home, 
and Margie 's counting her calories! 

At la.st the bell to end classes rings, and Axx and 
F]LIZABETH STIKEMAN rush to each other to com
pare their marks. B. J. PU.XNETT brings out her 
air-mail paper and dashes off' a six-page " n o t e " to 
one of her friends, Avhile ANDREA R O S S is still 
trying to think of an opening .sentence, 

W E N D Y R A X K I N is raising a cheer for the A R M Y 
as SA.XDY SOUTHAM searches for a pair (jf scissors 
to cut out clippings of the Hamflton TI -CATS. 

N A N C I M A C D O N A L D disappears out of the door 
as she heads for the kitchen to find out last night 's 
hockey scores. 

At the supper table C Y X X I E GOKDOX and CH.VU-

LOTTE M A C L A T C H Y are shedding their g(jod (?) 
influence on the little (?) VA's. 

Les.sons are studied for IAVO hours in the evening 
and after tha t time books are forgotten for the 
rest of the day. CATHY M A L A B R E is deeply medi
ta t ing OA'er a cros.s-Avord puzzle. Does anyone knoAv 
a 37-letter AVord meaning "shoe-lace?" The A'oice 
of S U S I E GRAHAM rings f)uf from the back of the 
cla.s.sroom. Su.sie is the first person ever to .sing 
excerpts from "The Merchant of Venice" to a cha-

cha-cha. As K A T H I E PLOAA' bea ts a pair of bongos 
in time to Susie's memory Avork, J U L I E C L A R K E , 

B A R B SAVAGE and D E R R Y DAAVES are all twisting. 

Can ' t you find Liz M A C N A U G H T O N ? She's 
probably Avorking in the Prep Hall. 

As VI B prepares for bed they are all angels, 
except for A X D Y NEAVMAN Avho is throAving stuff'ed 
animals at her room-mate . 

Finally the lights are tu rned off and all is quiet 
except for a single voice ringing out from the Aving. 
Is someone trying to get a m i n u s ? No, i t ' s just 
A N N E R I T C H I E .shouting in her sleep. 

VI B has been a rcAvarding year for us all and 
Ave owe a great deal to our F o r m Mistress , INIiss 
RAMSAY, who takes good care of "he r VI B ' s ! " 

C H A R L O T T E MAcLA'rcHV, VI B. 

T H E R A I N B O W 
As I stood on the hill overlooking the lake, I 

could not help noticing hoAV clean and fresh cA'ery-
thing appeared after the s torm tha t had just passed! 
Then something caught my eye; I aA'crted my 
gaze, and Avhat lay before me seemed a great 
phenomenon! There were two beautifully formed 
rainbows falling into the lake about IAVO hundred 
feet apart from each other. It Avas a beautiful 
sight with all the .seA'en colours fading into each 
other. The blues at the end Avere not very vivid, as 
they faded into the lovely cloudless sky! I could 
almost see the pots of gold shimmering under the 
cool, green, rippling Avater, waiting for .someone to 
t ry fo collect them. 1 could picture someone sliding 
doAvn the rainbow to the pot of gold! All these 
sights together made an extreme contrast to the 
surroundings a fcAV minutes before, with the light
ning flashing across the sky, and the rain coming 
doAvii in torrents . But all things, great and small , 
must come fo an end. As the s torm had done, so too 
the raiiiboAv .sloAvly disappeared into the beautiful 
blue western sky, 

C H E R Y L M C D E R M I D , VI B. 

VI B PICTURE CREDITS 
The Druininers W E N D Y R A N K I N 

"='"""•*•'*•" CHERYL M C D K R M I D 

•'"•'̂ * ^ ' " ' " g ! KATHY PLOAV 

JiLst W alking! j^.^jjY PJ^Q^^, 
VI B's at M.'itric. Hat and 

(iarden Part^' BETTY JANL: P U N N E T T 
The Athletes ^^^^^^ SALMOND 
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HE TRIED A CAFETERIA 
As the cla.ssroom clock ticked away the last 

minutes of the morning. Tommy tried desperately 
to concentrate on his multiplication. It Avas no 
use — the sum Avas too hard and he Avas too hungry. 
He began to think of lunch. He hoped the school 
cafeteria Avas going to serve a good meal to-day, 
because yesterday there had been .spinach and the 
day before, macaroni. He detested both, as any 
ordinary eight-year-old boy did. 

The bell resounded through the building, and 
immediate laughter and shouting began as children 
piled into lines outside the lunchroom. The Avhiff' 
of liA'er and sausages floated through the air. 
Tommy's nose began to wrinkle up as he neared the 
cafeteria. "HOAV awful!" He moaned. Then, Avith a 
sudden inspiration, he slipped out of line and 
escaped from the aroma of IJA'cr by the back 
entrance of the .school building. 

He ran off around the corner and wandered doAvn 
a busy street of stores. On one side of him AVas a 
Chinese restaurant, but he hated the look of the 
place, and for that matter, Chinese food. The next 
cafe Avas croAvded and he thought himself too short 
to be able to push through the big fat business ilien 
Avho Avere moA'ing around in the AvindoAv. I'lnally 
he entered a cafeteria Avhich Avas displaying pictures 
of ice-cream sundaes and chocolate cake ih the 
Avindow. 

Inside Avas a food paradise to a little boy like 
Tommy. In gla.ss ca.ses along the fdr end -̂ A'ere 
mouth-Avatering specimens of every dessert imagin
able — cake iced Avith fudge frosting, butterscotch 
ice-cream, cherry pie, marshmalloAV sundaes Avith 
nuts on top, and chocolate-covered cream puff's. He 
rushed in, obtained a tray, and Availed in line. In 
his pocket his IAVO shiny ([uarfers jingled. He felt 
very important and very proud of himself. He 
asked the lady behind the counter to pass doAvii the 
desserts one after another. Finally, Avith his tray 
heavily laden, he lifted it from the railing. It Avas 
too heaA'y! With a thundering crash the dishes 
tumbled doAvn. Ice cream and pie fell messily onto 
the floor. 

Tommy stood there aghast and unable to move. 
He sloAvly stole a glance around him and found all 
the figures in the restaurant looking inquisitively 
at him. Finally a man Avifh a, stiff Avhite apron tied 
around his middle came up to Tommy. After seeing 
the damage done, he asked the l)oy, as politely as 
he could, for the money to cover the meal. Tommy 
thrust a shaky hand into his trouser pocket and 
revealed his fifty cents. The man muttered some
thing like "Just as I thought," and bent doAvn to 

take the insufficient two coins. 'Flieii in a stern 
voice he tried to exi)lain fo I'onimy Avhat he had 
done and what punishmeiil he should get. Upon 
threatening to telephone the school principal (U' his 
mother, the Avaiter realized Tommy's fear. In the 
end, Tommy left the cafeteria quickly and (piietl}' 
but Avith a relicA'cd expression on his face. 

Tommy hurried back fo the school. Perhaps there 
would still be some sausages and liver left, "They're 
not really that bad," he thought. He I'an through 
the school doors and .sat doAvn Avith his other friends, 
Avho AA'cre almost finished. Iviting hungrily, he 
stared around. The gang was eyeing him as the 
people in the cafeteria had done, only this time 
he could smile. He Avould not fell them Avhat had 
happened because they would not understand. He 
had been luck}', he decided, and now, in the safety 
of the familiar food and surroundings, he made up 
his mind that next time, hoAVCA'er tempted he 
might be, he Avould not leave the school cafeteria 
to try a iieAv one. 

K A T H R Y N W I C K S O N , Yl B, 

^^-'^^ 

THE SOLITARY ONE 
The lake lay stilled in sleep. It seemed as if 

night had stopped all movement and halted all life 
until the daAvning of the next day. A full moon cast 
a sih'ery reflection on the blue Avater beloAv it. 
Pulled up on the sandy shore Avas an OA'erturned 
canoe, near Avhich some fircAvood had been piled. 
The Avoods around the lake Avere A'eiled in deep, dark 
mystery. 

Suddenlj' a dark figure stepped from the depths 
of the foi'est and stood staring out OA'er the smooth 
lake. The soft sih'er moon illuminated the figure of 
a tall, muscular young Indian. He was dressed in 
dusty broAvii Inickskin and he Avas wearing even 
du.stier moccasins. In one hand he carried a crudelj'-
fashioned knife, and in the other he carried the 
body of a small rabbit. He laitl doAvn the carcass and 
expertly skinned it with his knife. Then Avith the 
knoAvledge of a l)orn Avoodsman he piled the sticks 
into a form .suitable for a fire, and he lit it by 
striking some flint (̂ )n a rock. He cooked a piece of 
the rabbit over the orange flames and ate it Avith 
great relish. Having finished his meal, he settled 
doAvn under his canoe and drifted off' to sleep. 

The fire sloAvly burnt doAvn to a gloAv. Again there 
Avas peace. F]A'erything rested as motionless as 
before. The lake laj' stilled in .sleep. 

CHARLOTTE MACLATCHY, Yl B. 
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A GHOST? 

The shutters rattled against the house. 
As I tiptoed past like a frightened mouse. 
The moon haff-hidden by a dark grey cloud 
Cast a draAvn silhouette of a man who bowed 
In front of me 
By an old elm tree. 

I stopped and shivered in this place 
As I noticed his blank, but Avithered old face. 
It stared at me out of sheer nothingness 
At my Avorn-out shoes and my ragged dress 
Which I Avore 
And no more. 

I told myself then it Avas just imagination 
That nothing could be real in this strange sensation; 
I pondered this question as I remembered my fright 
Of that being 
I Avas seeing. 

He could well have been a ghost — 
Things I dread and fear the most. 
But one can never tell 
Because the moon plays tricks so well 
On a night 
At its height. 

NANCY ^MACDONALD, VI B, 

THE PRICE OF CARELESSNESS 

Gently I laid him on the lied; 
The doctor froAvning bent his head, 
And said, "I'll try to do my best; 
Why don't you go and take a rest?" 

Only the ([uiet creaky floor 
Told of the movement from next door 
Wliere they strove to save the life 
That had been injured by the knife. 

In twenty-four hours I hurried back. 
Still thinking of that dreadful crack 
When he had fallen to the ground 
Upon my knife, I later found. 

I sat doAvn calmly in the chair; 
My hope had gone, 'tAvas UOAV despair; 
There was no need for me to stay. 
My teddy-bear had passed aAvay. 

DEBORAH GILL, VI B. 

MAN OVERBOARD! 
Arriving at the ship which was to take me home, 

I was led to my second class state-room, which was 
on the lower deck with many others. I t was a large 
room with good lighting as its two airy port-holes 
faced the open sea. On the left were two berths, one 
afiove the other and on the right Avas a bureau, 
writing case and arm chair. 

I was unpacking when the social director came 
and welcomed me on board. He introduced me to 
my neighbour, who was slight in build. His ap
pearance at first shocked me as he had large, 
sunken eyes, hollow cheeks, and a rather loose 
mouth Avith a goatee on the chin. His suit — Avhich 
I was to l)e accustomed to seeing all through the 
j(nu'ney — hung loosely on him. 

He Avarmly acknoAA'ledged me, and cordially in-
A'ited me to play ping-pong, to have a sAvim, and 
then to go to dinner Avith him. Having these plea
sures .set before me I accepted his off'er, and told 
him I Avould be ready Avithin the hour. 

Our first afternoon went plea.santly, and that 
evening sitting in the main dining-room over a 
Bar-B-Q chicken he told me a little concerning 
himself. 

He Avas a carpet-salesman on his Avay back to 
America to see his familA' once again. He Avas haA'ing 
problems concerning his job and all he earned he 
sent to his Avife and son. (He told me he had saved 
just enough to pay his fare over). 

Before dinner had ended, he excused himself 
politely and hurried out of the room. I Avas tpiite 
bcAA'ildered by this sudden action, and so, OA'er-
come by curiosity, I left to investigate. Once my 
eyes had got accustomed t(j th(> dim light, I saAV a 
figure perched on the railing ready to spring into 
the black depths beloAV. I uttered a cry, Avhich 
startled him and he plunged into the darkness. 

I yelled "Man Overboard," and peered over the 
edge. He Avas splashing and Avaving in an hysterical 
Avay, and I kncAv if anything Avas to save him, I 
was, so I jumped in too! 

The Avafer was icy cold, and my body soon he-
came numb. I swam over to him and caught him 
by the hair. The little life-saving that I had had, 
had finally been put t(j use. I kept his head above 
the Avater and started to tread Avater. I kept this 
up for what seemed like hours, until suddenly I 
saAV an on-coming rescue-boat. 

". . . and that is all 1 kiujAv alxmt him and Avhat 
happened," I told the rescue men. 

ELIZABETH STIKEMAN, VI B. 
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A PRAYER FOR A HAPPY PLACE 

On the shores of a lake 
Far, far aAvay, 
Stands the place of my day-dreams, 
Guard it, I praj'. 

Save it from bush-fires. 
From hands with an axe. 
From the raA^ages of time — 
Old let it wax. 

The animals that liÂ e 
On that small virgin Isle, 
GiA'e them long life 
To end Avith a smile. 

THE BEE 
A lo.st dumbfounded lazy bee 
Upon a tossing, crashing sea, 
I fear he had gone out for honey 
On Avhich to make a little money. 
When he, Avith duty quite forgot, 
Set a-sail in his honey pot. 
To see if honey there might be 
Out in the loud, tumultuous .sea. 
On some remote and far-flung isle 
He Avould make a .sixpence pile. 
But his great efforts came to naught. 
And all I found was his honey-pot. 

WENDY RANKIN, VI B. 

Keep it, I pray Thee, 
Free from all strife. 
That I may remember it 
All the days of my life. 

Without thinking of hoAv 
It Avas yester' year. 
Before man came, unasked. 
Giving it fear. 

Look after it, hold, 
'Till some distant time 
When, blessed bj ' Thy grace 
I t AA'ill again become Thine. 

BRIDGET BLACKADER, VI B. 

CHOMP - CHOMP 
I t Avas dark and damp 
And covered Avith mist 
Out there in the camp 
With a gun in my fist. 
F^ootsteps Avere heard — 
Not tho.se of a bird; 
Voices Avere heard — 
I t wasn't absurd. 
I started to shiver out there in the mist; 
I gripped mj ' gun and started to tAvist. 
Then I saw Avhat it Avas 
All covered with fuzz; 
The gun in my hand 
Was lo.st in the sand; 
I Avas grabbed by the seat; 
He Avas looking for meat. 
My heart skipped a beat 
And he started to eat. 

KATHERINE PLOW, VI B. 

THE RULED AND RULER 

I come high upon the land, 
rising, 
rolfing. 
And sink into the sand. 

I surge into the pier, 
beating, 
drumming, 
Then turn back in fear. 

To the stone I must submit, 
spraying, 
splashing, 
For there I shatter and spht. 

I am made slaA'e 
to land, 
stone and pier. 
Because I am a AvaA'e. 

Over one I victorious rule— 
forcing, 
pu.shing. 
Never gentle, ahvays cruel. 

For I am master over man, 
droAvn'ing, 
murd'ring. 
Let him stop me if he can. 

CHARLOTTE MACLATCHY, VI B. 

There Avas a young girl of King's Hall 
Who, at the la.st dance had "a ball" 
She watched mail for days. 
And Avas truly amazed— 
She didn't get any at all. 

ANTONIA WRIGHT, VI B. 

http://tho.se
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VA 

V A PICTURE CREDITS 

Choo Choo 
Before the Balf. 
V A Classrooin, 

. . , , JOY BALL(K:II 

. , . ALEX MOORIC 

J I L L ST.AI.MFDRTH 

Bela.xing 
Bedtime 
.\ Winter .\fternoon. 

. SHIRLEY' ALLAN 

J I L L STAINFORTH 

, SHIRLEY ALLAN 

V A FORM REPORT 

This year \' A started with tAventy-eight girls 
but after a few weeks Lee FJlson joined us to 
make the number twenty-nine. The Form Captains 
were ,Iill Stainforth, Susan Buchan, and Folly Wies
sner, Susan AlcCain, Margaret l-'ox, and Lee Elson 
Avere the Sports Captains, JJie Red Cro.ss repre-
,senfafi\'e was Vicki StcAvarf, and the Magazine 
representative was .loy Balloch, The V A's come 
from places far and near. From OttaAva Ave 
haA ê Alex Moore, Catherine LaAv.son, and Margot 
Grant. From JVironto and the near \'icinity come 
Mary Stratford, Hope 'Fhom.son and Pinkie 
Sturgeon. Our faithful Americans ;u-e Charlotte 

file:///fternoon
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Stinson and Polly Wiessner, both from ^^ermont. 
From Montreal there are Susan McCain, Susan 
Gait, Andrea CoAvans, Victoria StcAvart, Bonnie 
Rinfret, Joan McMaster, Catherine Campbell, 
Gail Russel, AVendy Leggat, and Alargaref Fox. 
F>om the Southern latitudes come Elaine Oliver 
from Barbados, Su.san Buchan from Jamaica, and 
Jill Stainforth and Joan Aitkin from Venezuela. 
Shirley Allan, Lee Prison, and the Bryant tAvins, 
Beverly and Diana, come from nearby districts. 
From the Lake St. John district come Jill Francis 
and Judy Stairs, Avhile Joy Balloch is from LiA'er-
pool in Nova Scotia. You can see that there is a 
great variety of addresses on the V A home letters. 

In the first term Ave did everything from catching 
frogs to playing soccer. Miss Menzies took us on a 
hike near Moe's RiA'er Road encountering mud, 
mud, and more mud plus a fcAv French farmers — 
problems soh'ed by Jill I'rancis. But Ave all had a 
great time and eA'er^vone Avas Avell exercised. For 
HalloAA'e'en AA'C put on a little skit about our night 
A'isiting and all enjoyed the other Forms' skits. We 
also had a delicious Christmas party Avith Miss 
Evans and Mi.ss Menzies. 

In the second term AVC tried to ski and skate 
Avhen the Aveather Avas appropriate, but ended up 
mostly on our seats. All the same we Avent on a 
A'ery successful ski hike behind Windy and ate 
lunch that Avas cooked on a fire built in the SIIOAV. 

We put on tvA'o plays, "The Ugly Duckling" and 
"The Rose and the Cross" which brought us $15.00 
for the Red Cross. We also did a lot of SAvimming 
and many girls took part in the SAvimming Meet. 

Ba.seball .started early in the third term Avhen 
there Avas still snoAv on the ground and Spring had 
hardly come. Though some surprising snoAV inter
rupted our lovely sunny days, Ave played tennis 
and baseball nearly all term. We also had a Sca
venger Hunt in the beginning of the term Avith a 
lot of .scavenging done. 

On the Avhole, Ave had a very Avonderful j 'ear and 
Avould all like to thank Miss Menzies and Miss 
Evans for making it so. We are very sorry that 
Miss Menzies is leaving us this year. 

T H E V A's. 

MY DREAM HOME 
"HaA'e you ever dreamed of living in a hou.se of 

gla.ss, or mostly glass?" 
No, of course you haven't. They are not made 

to-day, but in a fcAv years if technologists can blast 
rockets info orbit and men into space, I am sure 
they can build my future home. 

F'irst I Avill tell you Avhere it is to be situated. 
Being a A'ery keen skier and loving the outdoors, I 
think the mo.st appropriate place Avould be SAVIIZ-

erland in the toAvering Swiss Alps near the capital 
city, Berne. This small snoAv-bound country in the 
heart of the mountains is a skier's paradise. 

JM.y house, or as the SAviss call it, chalet, Avill 
be built on top of a hill so e\'ery morning I can ski 
to Avork and not haA'e to Avorry about driA'ing the 
car up and doAvn the icy roads. Then on my AA'ay 
home after a long day's Avork, instead of climbing 
up the hill I shall install a J-bar to the front door. 
The front door Avill not have a doorbell as most 
homes have, but a big COAV bell to Avarn me of 
visitors. 

Perhaps you are thinking the house Avill ahvays be 
cold and ncA'er aboA'e twenty degrees, but I haA'e 
also thought of this and have soh'ed the problem. 
The glass Avill be made of a special Avindproof ma
terial so that I Avill ahvays be as .snug as a bug. 

The entire house is to be A'ery modern and 
designed for the laziest of home oAvners, me, for 
instance. The kitchen Avill be completely "fold-
aAvay" and this Avill be the same throughout the 
house. To prepare dinner all I shall do Avill be to 
push a netAvork of buttons and in a minute all will 
be ready. One button and the table unfolds from the 
Avail; another, it is set; and finally mj' dinner is 
cooked and placed in front of me. After dinner IAVO 

more buttons Avill Avash the dishes clean and put 
them away Avithout any Avork on my part. 

The liA'ing-room Avill seem like the top of the 
Avorld. Through the large picture AvindoAV I shall be 
able to see Berne, Neuchatel, A'arious ski resorts 
and many crystal-clear lakes reflecting all the 
beauties of the SIIOAV. I t almost makes me dizzy 
just thinking of the A'ICAV. 

The room Avill look terribl.y bare until you again 
push a button, Avhen it Avill become alive Avith chairs, 
tables, and the other essentials of a liA'ing-room. 

F'inally Avhen the ej'elids become heavy and I 
make my Avay to my room I shall jump into bed — 
"oops" I almost forgot — Avith the push of a 
button — and shall fall fast alseep. This dream may 
never come true, but if it does I hope you AA'ill 
come and visit me and help me push some buttons. 

ANDREA COAVANS, V A, 
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IN WHICH POOH FINDS HIMSELF 
IN A DUSTBIN 

AND HAS AN ADVENTURE 
I t Avas a cold and starry night. He opened the 

lid of the dustbin and looked out. "Had it g o n e ? " 
he Avondered. But then he heard "bump, hump, 
b u m p " and hastily closed the lid again. Oh hoAV 
Pooh Avished Piglet AA'cre AA'ith him! "At least," he 
.said, "AVC might be together in this dark, smelly 
place." 

Suddenly a A'oice said, "A ha!" in a A'ery a-
ha - ish Avay. 

"Oh dear, the heffalump," Pooh thought . 
Recalling his plans of before, he gathered up his 

courage and lifted the lid. Again Pooh saAv no one, 
so this time he climbed out and circled the bin 
tAvice to make doubly sure nobody Avas there 
Avaiting to jump out at him. NOAV, being a bear of 
A'ery little brain. Pooh forgot his brave plans of 
returning home and sat doAA'ii to " re th ink" them. 
T h u m p ! Before long he heard the SAvish of a leaf 
and leaving his plans to rethink themselves, he got 
up and bumped right into Piglet. 

"Ooh!" scpieaked Piglet. " W h a t is i t ? " 
" I t ' s only me ," Pooh replied. Can ' t you tell 

Avhen you bump into a Pooh-bear?" 
"Oh , " said Piglet, relieved, " I ' m glad it 's only 

you. I haA'e been hearing some aAvfully queer 
noises." 

" T h a t ' s funn}' ," remarked Pooh, "because I 
have, too. Let 's organize our.selves and .search 
for it, just as for Small. 

Piglet agreed, and though a little bcAvildered, set 
off. "If it is a heffalump, you Avill knoAV Avhaf to 
.say, AA'on't you. Piglet ?" 

"Well, I . . ., yes ," said Piglet. 

"But suppo.se if isn't a heffalump, then Avhat 
would you do ?" 

I'ooh said nothing, l)iit thought to him.self that 
he Avould just hum a merry tune and .say nothing. 

Suddenly Piglet said in a wee, small voice, "Pooh, 
I hear something." 

"Oh ?" remarked Pooh casually. 
"Yes , " .said Piglet. 
" O h ? " Pooh .said again. 

"Yes , " Piglet repeated in a louder voice. 

Pooh was ju.st about to say " O h " for a third 
time when he decided he had better not, and Piglet 
again suggested, " I think it is I T . " Pooh, feeling 
very brave, decided to catch IT , and set off. Soon, 
hoAvever, the night being dark. Pooh lost his 
braA'eness and called Piglet to help him. 

"Now Piglet, you go tha t Avay and I will go this 
Avay so we must find him .somehow." 

The search began but did not last very long. 

"Pigle t , " cried Pooh in a A'ery excited Pooh-bear 

way, " I think I have I T , .so come quick ly!" 

Piglet, being of small size Avas r a the r frightened, 

but came to the spot Avhere Pooh Avas si t t ing 

t r iumphant ly on his prize. 

"Flur rah ," scpieaked Piglet. Then suddenly 

.serious, he said in a horrified tone, " b u t Pooh, tha t 

looks fike . . . It is E E Y O R E ? Oh Pooh, poor 

Eeyore ," 
They helped poor Eeyore to his feet, looking 

rather shaken and bumped. 

" I t ' s (piife all r ight , " grunted Eeyore , " as long 
as everyone enjoys chasing me a round a du.st-bin 
at this time of night. I don ' t suppo.se it m a t t e r s 
Avhether or not Eeyore gets his n ight ly Avalk in 
peace." 

"But Feyore , " apologized Pooh, "AVC really are 
.sorry. How about coming back to my hou.se and 
having a little .something?" he added cheerfull}'. 

JOY BALLOCH, V A. 

MISFORTUNE 
I Avas an orphan! M y dulled senses found it diffi

cult to comprehend tha t only tAventy-four hours 
before a British Hurr icane flying IOAV OA'er the Avell-
to-do .section of Berlin had, like the shadoAV of 
death, managed to destroy my home, family and 
everything I had knoAvn and loved. No Avonder 
then tha t the desolate block of smouldering re
mains now stretched before me brought me a 
sinister, almost morbid realization of a b i t te r t r u t h . 

I s tumbled forlornly over the scat tered ruins 
feeling A'ery small and alone in my broken Avorld. 
For the last few hours I had been .searching des
perately for Meine Kleine Madchen , a Avonderful 
fluffy Persian tabby, Avho had been my lifetime pet 
and companion. Now I crumpled into a dejected 
heap sobbing. Then as if by a miracle, I heard a 
faint meow, and glancing up I ,saAv through tear-
blurred eyes Miidchen climbing up the remaining 
.section of a wall a t the top of which stood an un
certain-looking segment of banister. I pulled myself 
to my feet and with faltering tread s tumbled 
blindly toAvards Madchen upon her pedestal . 
Exhausted, I thr(>w myself doAvn a t her feet as it 
wer(>, and was rewardc^d by a, thud of t iny paws 
near my ear and by the affectionate scraping of a 
rough tf)ngue on my cheek. The rich gu t te ra l 
purring which ensued s(>emed to blot ou t my 
present misforfum-s and I was aware of joyou's 
f<>ars trickling down my face. 

MARY STRATFORD V A. 
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FROM FALL TO WINTER 

Winter, from summer, fall and spring. 
Birds feel the cold, take Aving, take Aving; 
Attics are opened, cloth(>s taken doAvn, 
White layers of frost on the grass we found. 

LeaA'es turning luoAvn from greens and reds. 
Falling on grass and on floAvcr beds, 
Ro.sj' cheeks and wind-blown hair. 
Once in a Avhile a snoAvflake rare. 

The first snoAvfall, all out fo look. 
Frozen hikes and a frozen brook! 
The sun comes out and all melts aAA'ay, 
All is the same as the month of MaA'. 

Paddle dolls are perhaps the oldest dolls. They 
Avere made by F]gyptians nearly three thousand 
years ago, and may be .seen to-day in the British 
Museum in London, These are called paddle dolls 
because they are made from thin pieces of board 
carA'ed in the shape of canoe paddles. Lines Avere 
carved and painted on them to look like clothes, 
and hair Avas made of beads. The figures Avere 
Avithout legs so they could not run away, 

Dolls haA'e certainly changed. 'Fo-day our dolls 
look more like human beings than did those of 
long ago. But I think you Avill agree with me that 
to children the Avorld OA'cr their meaning still 
remains the same. 

D I A X A B R Y A N T , \ ' A. 

The next fall comes and it is to stay: 
C'hildren go out and Avith snoAv they play; 
Everj'one's happy for Christmas is near. 
This is a beautiful time of year. 

M A H G O T CiRAXT, Y A. 

A CHILD S PLAYMATE 
In almost every part of the Avorld children play 

AA'ith dolls. The.se may be made of anything from 
cookie dough and candy to cloth and rubber. They 
may be made in factories and bought in .shops, or 
they may be made at home and cost nothing. It 
does not matter Avhat they look like or hoAv much 
money is paid for them. Dolls are loved the AA'orld 
around. 

The doll is a favourite playmate of most little 
girls. All the secrets of its oAvner are poured into 
its ears. Girls can play grown-up to their heart's 
content Avith the cuddly child dijlls of to-day. 
ScAving for their dolls, keeping them neat and clean, 
singing to them, and rocking them to sleep is part 
of the fun of playing mother. 

Dolls are the playthings of rich and poor alike. 
They comfort the .sick and amuse the AVCII. They 
are the hobby of young and old. IWen boys may 
like dolls that look like cloAvns, policemen or 
Indians. Costume dolls from foreign lands show 
hoAv other people dress. From old dolls, we can 
find out hoAV other people long ago lived, and Avhat 
they Avore. 

No one is sure Avho made the first doll. Perhaps 
somebody found a stone or root or a piece of Avood 
that looked like a human being. The first dolls 
Avere belie\'ed to bring good luck to their oAvners. 
No child Avas alloAved to touch the dolls, becau.se 
they Avere thought to have magic poAvers. 

A MOUSE HOUSE 
One day Mrs. Mou.se, while .sitting in the toe 

of an old shoe (Avhich Avas her home) Avith the rain 
occa.sionally dripping through the hole in the toe, 
Avas thinking if only I Avere a rich per.son's mouse 
I'd haA'e a dry house, perhaps one betAveen IAVO 

Avails Avhere there Avas a large ledge stretching 
across from one Avail to the other behind a Grand
father clock Avhich could be used for steps. The 
Avails there Avould be slabs of Avood chcAved to fit 
perfectly, and coA'ered Avith Avrapping paper to 
serA'e as wallpaper. There Avould be nine rooms: 
a dining-room, tAvo bedrooms, a kitchen, a liA'ing 
room, a laundry room, a guest room, and a bath
room. The entrance Avould be behind the clock; 
the door, made of heavy carpet, Avould be fastened 
AA'ith a big safety pin. The floors Avould be coA'ered 
Avith beautiful carpets made from bits chcAved off' 
people's clothes and the better ones from fur coats. 
There Avould be little pin cushions for chairs, and 
boxes coA'ered Avith handkerchiefs for tables. We 
Avould drink from sih'er thimbles, and eat from 
quarters and dimes Avith tAvo straight pins. The 
bathtub Avould be made of an ashtray fed by 
pricking a hole in a near-by pipe and connecting it 
to the tub by a straw. The sink could be a bottle 
top, and best of all my bed Avould be inside a box, 
Avith a bit of chcAved oft' quilt for the mattress, and 
a nice soft angora mitten for my .sheets and blankets. 
I can just imagine drifting to sleep in the soft 
comfortable. . ." 

Just then a big drop of Avater dripped into the 
hole in the old shoe's toe, fell on her head and 
aAvoke the dreamer. 

POLLY WIESSNER, V A. 
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THE POWER OF IMAGINATION 
As I Availed for Mr. Macleod to an.sAver his phone 

caU in the back of the little shop, I had the strangest 
feeling that I Avas being watched from behind. I 
don't knoAv Avhat gaA'e me that feeling; I just had it. 

I SAVung around and came face to face Avith a 
ncAvspaper Avith smoke curling up from behind it, 
making little patterns that melted aAvay and turned 
into some other grotesque creature. Feeling a bit 
weak I AA'ent to sit doAvn. I tAviddled at my ring 
for a Avhile and then sloAvly and quietly stole a 
glance at the ncAvspaper, but to my astonishment 
it had been laid aside and AvhatcA'er Avas behind it 
Avas standing Avith his arms folded and staring at 
me. I froze to the chair and my heart was beating .so 
fast that I thought the other occupant of the room 
could hear it. I must .say, though, whenever I am 
petrified I never shoAV it, and although the gaze 
Avas like hard steel I could meet it. We stared at 
each other for about IAVO minutes; then my eyes 
Avandered to the hair; it Avas steel grey, like the 
gaze; I looked at the face; it was Avrinkled and 
Avizened and a pair of beady black eyes stared out 
from beneath bushy grey eyebroAvs. The nose Avas 
bent doAA'n .so much that it nearly touched the 
upturned chin, and the mouth Avas a straight line 
as if it had been draAvn by a ruler; sticking out of 
it Avas a gnarled old piece of Avood that served as a 
pipe. The neck Avas Avrinkled and deeply tanned 
like the face. Half co\-ering it Avas the collar of an 
old faded .shirt that had once had liright frangipani 
floAvers on it. My eyes then Avandered to the trou
sers; they were cheap khaki ones with bright red 
patches on each knee. I couldn't really see the 
shoes for the trou.sers Avere so long that they 
touched the floor. He Avas a funny looking spectacle 
altogether. 

Suddenly he took a step towards me and stretched 
out a long, graceful arm as if to touch me. I lo.se 
from the chair and backed against the bookshelf; 
my eyes Avere wide and terrified, and now I re
membered Rick's words, "He hates women; you 
know, it's said he killed his wife and went mad." 

My terror cea.sed abruptly and Mr. .Macleotl's 
voice boomed, "All right mls.sy, that phone call's 
over; my wife, you knoAV, always Ixjfheriiig and 
fussing about everything; sorry I was so long." 

At this moment the other slowly walketl out of 
the room. I didn't move; I stood there as if in a 
daze. 

"Mis.sy, ahem, niis.sy, if you come back in a few-
days—. Are you sure you're feeling all right? You 
look a bit pale." 

I assured him that I Avas, smiled sloAvly and 
Avalked out of the room. 

It Avas night noAV, and the one lonely street light 
shone faintly into the gloom. JMy footsteps sounded 
like a Avhole regiment in the still air. 

"I must have been in there for a long time," I 
thought, "there isn't a .soul on the street except me 
and that man. And that man ?" 

I Avas meditating like this; then I think the Avorst 
fright of my life came; a hand grabbed my arm. I 
closed my eyes and stood stock still, AA'aiting for the 
end, but no end came. Instead the gra.sp loosened; 
I looked up and .saAv the old man standing beside 
me and his voice said, "I AAas just Avondering if 
you could donate some money to the CharitA' 
Club?" 

ELAINE OLIVER, V A. 

^^-'^^ 

THE CRICKETS 

There Avas a little cricket. 
And he lived by a bog. 

Chirping in the day time 
And .sleeping on a log. 

He had but one companion, 
Who Avith him liked to play. 

And by the rustling beech tree 
They met at break of day. 

They hoppc^d along the pathway. 
At (he end of which was found 

A wide and gras.sy meadoAv — 
The crickets' liesf playground. 

Each day they jumped and frolicked 
And had a bite to eat. 

And if they tired they'd chirrup. 
Or stroll along the peat. 

But their play Avas interrupted 
By a man Avho came to spray. 

And the crickets' instinct told them 
That they could not, must not, .stay. 

So now that pair of crickets 
Just play around the bog. 

And sing on in the day time. 
And both sleep on the log! 

JOY BALLOCH, V A. 
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AN INTRUSION 
The old composer sat alone in the dimmed 

theatre, slumped in his chair Avith an old dog 
faithfully at his .side. The dog seemed to sense me 
there, but didn't Avant to disturb his master from 
his thoughts. The man had taken off his jacket and 
by his rumpled shirt and appearance I could tell 
he Avas thinking his hardest. Fie sat there Avith 
his head in his hands, and as I Avatched him, a 
feeling of pity came over me. He looked so alone, 
sitting there aAvay from this Avorld. I didn't arouse 
him, but he suddenly looked up and a beam of 
light shone through the AvindoAV onto his face. 

He looked so peaceful that I couldn't stay any 
longer. The dog Avhined softly Avhen I left them and 
I almost felt ashamed of having come into his 
Avorld, Avhere I did not belong. 

SHIRLEY ALLAN, V A. 

SAT ON BY AN ELEPHANT 
I am a Avasp, Dearly Beloved, a smallish, yelloAv-

ish, buzzish, stingish Avasp; I live in the deep, 
dark, dense part of the jungle of South America, 
and I knoAv, Dearly Beloved, that you ahvays 
Avonder Avhy an elephant is so big and bulky and 
broad and bold; this is a very short startling story, 
but a true one. 

In my youth Avhen I Avas a smaller, stingier, 
yelloAver, buzzier Avasp, I ti.sed to Avalk along the 
forest floor looking for insects to eat. As I Avalked, 
I u.sed to hum: "Diddley, paddley, pom, pommley, 
pommly pid," and this is hoAv I Avould spend my 
day. 

One morning, a A'ery bright morning, I thought, 
I decided to go deeper into the forest to see if I 
could find someone to talk to. I AA'alked and walked. 
Then all of a .sudden I Avas in complete darkness! 
"What is Avrong ?" I couldn't imagine and kept 
on Avalking. "Maybe if I stop and yell someone 
AA'fll tell me Avhat is going on!" 

I looked up. "No! I t can't be the sky falling; 
•surely it Isn't night! What is i t ? " 

I heard a loud CRUNCH! I Avas under some
thing Avhich was coming doAvn and I had better 
move fast! 

"Help! Help!" I yelled; it did no good and the 
"Black" kept coming doAvn. It Avas nearly on me! 
. . . then . . . it really Avas on me!! Ouch! What do 
you think you're doing? Get off' me! Ouch! you're 
hurting me." I mu.st turn over and sting this thing! 
If it Avon't get off' me nicely, I'll just haA'e to use 
force. I squirmed and pushed, pulled and heaved. 
Finally I got my stinger up. "One, two . . . three . . . 
Now if that doesn't help, nothing wi. . ." 

"Trrrhalirrr Trrrahahrrr!" 
Suddenly, the big black object moved. 
"Thank you kind sir, for moving," I .said. "Of 

course it Ava.sn't very nice of you to sit on me in 
the first place. Where did you get your manners ? 
Who do you think you are ?" 

"Well, you shouldn't have been underneath! I 
don't knoAv Avhat bu.siness it is of yours Avhere 1 
got my manners, and noAV, please Avould you get 
out of my Avay, becau.se I'm going to sit doAvn." 

"Well, you go right ahead, I'll only bite you 
again, and I'm glad I bit you before and I hope 
you sAvell up. What is your name, ,so 1 can tell 
my friends about you ?" 

"1 am knoAvii as Elephant. Mr. Elephant, to 
you." 

"Well, I'm Avasp, and don't you forget it." 
"What can a .sting from a .small thing like you 

do to anyone as important as me!" 
I did not answer but I noticed Elephant's legs 

beginning to SAvell and as I AA'ent on my Avay I 
noticed his body .SAvelling too, so UOAV. Dearly 
Beloved, Avhenever you see an elephant ahvays 
think of the rea.son for his size. All this Avas caused 
bj ' one of my greatest ancestors, Wasp." 

Su.sAN BUCHAN, V A. 

DAY DREAMING 
Purr! What a sunny day this is! A little exercise 

Avouldn't hurt me, so I guess I'll go over the field. 
There go the people in the "roar." They Avon't be 
back for a Avhile. NOAV'S my chance. Oh, AA'here's 
that hole in the bu.shes ? Here it is. I 'm oft'. Oh, 
Avill I ever get there ? I'm almost there. Purr. Here 
it is. The grass is so tall and dry, hides me like 
anything. I'll just Avait outside of this hole until a 
mouse appears. Dum-dum-a-dee-dem-za-dum. Here 
he is! I'll ju.st sneak up behind him and . . . got 
him! He is reall}' small, no use to me, so I might as 
Avell throAv him aAvay. Look at that little thing go. 
NOAV, for .some big game. Birds! They are ahvays 
hopping around near the brook. They're so dumb! 
Haven't spotted me yet. Ea.sy does it. Ready, 
target . . . Avhat's that noi.se ? Sounds as if some
thing is running toAvards me. Oh, no, it couldn't 
be! I t 's a giant-sized mouse coming toAvards me. 
I'm cornered! Oh, I Avish I'd never left home. Closer 
and clo.ser he's coming. Here he comes. . . 

Wack! 
"Mummy, mummy! I found the cAvat near my 

sandpile and I sAvanked him. Bad cat!" 
I looked up. No mouse, just that kid. Oh, does 

my head hurt. Purr! 
BONNIE RINFRET, V A. 
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GHOST HOUSE 
The Avind will hoAvl, the shut ters will bang, the 

Avhole house Avill creak and moan. Outside, the 
thunder Avill crack and the lightning Avill flash — 
a perfect night for the ghosts and spirits of my 
ancestors to roam about. Who kiioAVS? Mayl)(> one 
is lurking behind the door right now. 

As I sit curled up in my high-liacked chair by 
the fire I picture my dream house as one that these 
spirits Avould love. 1]A'CI'A' room will l)c fui'iiishcd 
in old Elizabethan style. There Avill he spook}' fire
places sending Aveird shadoAvs all across the room, 
and the sun or moon Avill come streaming in through 
the tall iiarroAv windows and dance on the face of 
my great-grandfather hanging above the firepface. 

In the garret Avill be trunks of exciting treasures, 
centuries old, just Availing to be discoA'ered. There 
will l)e secret tunnels from the root cellar onto the 
moors for (piick escaping .some starless night, Down 
the long winding staircase will be thick oriental 
carpets, Avhile tapestri(>s Avill hang on the Avails. 

My house Avill have all the modern conveniences, 
but .still it AA'fll look A'ery old-fashioned and myste
rious. EA'CII black cats Avill shudder as they go by. 
Won' t you come to visit me sometime? I 'm sure 
the spirits Avouldn't Avant to harm you. After all, 
they only come out at night, 

SfiiRLi:v .ALLAX, X A. 

OLIM ERAT 
or H o w t h e C h a m e l e o n got h is Sk in 

Once upon a time life Avas sAveet. There were no 
plagues to Avorry a gentle milky lily-Avhite chame
leon. But then FA'e ate the apple and the chame
leon's wonderful Avorld was turned top.sy-fiirvy. 
Suddenly for the first time in his life the gentle, 
nulky, fily-white chameleon was shiveringly cold. 
Every th ing visible became an awfulish-greenish-
blulsh. Wha t an awful experience! lie would iieA'cr 
forget it. 

Then suddenly for Ihe first time in his lih' the 
gentle, milky, lily-white chameleon h'lt feverishly 
hot. Everything visible became an awfiilish-reddish-
(jrangish. What an awful experience! He would 
never forget it. 

The gentle, milky, lily-white chameleon lost his 
beautiful lily-white complexion becau.se, of cour.se 
he Avas full cousin to the sly sneaky serpent who 
tempted F^A'C to eat the apple, 

NOAV the chameleon, after these awful expe

riences, AvheneA'er he felt his feeble, frettish, ficklish 

feet upon an aAvfulish-greenish-blulsh surface Avas 

reminded of the s t range cold he h a d once endured, 

and he turned t h a t dreadful hue jus t th inking 

about it. 

And Avheii he felt his feeble, frett ish, fickhsh 
feet upon an aAvful broAvnish-reddish-orangish sur-
f;ice, he Avas reminded of the terr ible hea t he had 
once endured, and he tu rned tha t dreadful hue 
just thinking about it. 

WheneA'er he felt his feeble, frett ish, ficklish feet 
upon a milky, lily-Avhife surface, he liecame very 
upset, for he remembered the Avonderful Avorld be
fore his full cousin, the sly sneaky serpent , bade 
Kve to eat the apple, and he tu rned a gha.stly, 
sickly-yellowish-greenish hue just th ink ing abou t 
it. 

So ends the solemn story of how the milky, lily-
white chameleon got his eA'er-changing skin. 

^ I A R Y S T R A T F O R D , V A. 

TAWNY 
The Bryant family haA'e a A'ery lieautiful and 

A'cry odd pus.sy-cat whose name happens to be 
Tawny Ay(M''s Cliff P.ryant ber'ause of his colour 
and the place we got him from. In m a n y Avays he 
is an ordinary cat. He has a loA'(>ly, taAvny coat, 
three inch long angora hair, four legs (one at each 
corner), a long, bushy tail, two pointed ears, a 
sniffing iio.se, sharp, white, jagged t(>eth, and ocean-
green eyes that flash in the dark. In spite of the 
fact that TaAvny is normal in appearance , his 
actions are odd. He does tlu^ things t h a t most ca ts 
usually do, like eating, chasing birds, ca tching mice 
and mol(\s, catching Hies and spiders and ha t ing 
dogs, l)ut his main odd characferi.stic is tha t he 
likes to u.se his sleeping hours to behave like a 
iHinian being. He lo\-(>,s nothing be t t e r than to 
waltz through our liedroom window at three or 
l"nr o'clock in the morning — dr ipping Avet Avith 
snow, rain or dew from the grass — and com-
plef(>fy take oA'er one of our beds. He insists on 
sleeping on his back like most human beings. He 
loves to haA'e the covers tucked snugglv a round 
l»m and he absolutely will not sleep Avithout a 
|)fllow und(U' his head. More than once I have tu rned 
over my bed t(, Tawny, who 1,-aves his long hair 
iH'hnid him on it. After all, when a cat needs a 
pfllow and covers, there is nothing else to do but 
vacate one's warm, cozy bed and move in to the 
cold space lieside one's sister. 

BEVERLY BRYANT V A. 
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A KIND CHARACTER 
He Avas an ordinary artist.; sitting there (piietly, 

lost in a Avorld of his OAVU, he recr(>ated the scene 
of the calm lake rippling in th(> sunlight AA'ith the 
cloudless blue .sky and the rolling hills in the back
ground. Dres.sed as he Avas, in an informal pair of 
blue jeans and a coloured shirt, he sat on a IOAV, 

three-legged stool in front of a large easel, Avith the 
brush in one steady hand and the palette in the 
other. Nearing him, I saAV the strong, stubborn 
features and the determined look on his implacable 
face. He must haA'e been a calm and responsible 
doctor in Avorking hours. Also, I observed hoAV 
carefully and precisely his steady hand held and 
u.sed the paint brush. NOAV and then he AAOUICI 

pause and smile secretlj' to himself, as if he Avere 
content Avith the beauty and kindne.ss of Mother 
Nature and CA'en the Avorld in general. Without 
looking back I passed on and I could .sen.se, even 
though I did not knoAv him, that although Avise, 
stubborn and determined, he was a very kind and 
gentle per.son. 

JUDY STAIRS, V A. 

SNOW 

SnoAv is Avhite; SUOAV is as clean 
As our sight has ever seen. 

The snoAv is Avhite and full of fluff, 
Veiy light like a pcjAvder puff, 

I 'm happy Avhen it .SUOAVS at night; 
The roads are closed, the school shut tight. 

The snoAv is like the big round flakes 
Of cocoanut on chocolate cakes. 

I like the SIIOAV; I really do; 
But hoAv strange 'tAvould be if snoAv Avere blue! 

BEVERLY BRYANT, V A. 

THE DEN 
The room Avas so friendly, so Avarm looking and 

cool. It Avas at the top of the hou.se, shaded by the 
chestnut tree. There Avas a small couch just near 
the door, Avith cu.shions to match the curtains that 
hung comfortably from the Avindows, where my 
eyes caught .sight of a little pot of geraniums. The 
old oak desk, on Avhich Avere .some papers and a 
bottle of ink, stood in the corner. Books were on the 
shelf just OA'erhead, each one in its place, Avith 
pages neither tattered nor torn. An ea.sy chair sat 
by the AvindoAv, Avhere one could relax as I did. 
The sight that met my eyes there Avas breath
taking, of the hills and the lake just outside. 

SUSAN BUCHAN, V A. 
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JUNIOR'S PICTURE CREDITS 
V B's at Work PAAI MORGAN 

The Cottage Di GALE 
Watching T.V PAM MORGAN 
Winter ALISON DONALD 

Snow Sculpture ? ALI.SON DONALD 

V B FORM REPORT 
This year thei'c Averc seventeen girls in V B, 

namely: Suzie Aboud, Wendy Card, Margaret 
Chapman, Cathlyn Cook, Norah Doheny, Vicki 
Druce, Mary Glen, Stephanie Hutchins, Kathy 
Mackay, Patricia Alorgan, Virginia Parke, Sheila 
Reid, Victoria Rorke, Tassy Smith, Madeleine 
Thomas, Robyn Wi.se, and Patricia Wolff. Mary 
Glen Avas a late comer and joined us at Eastei'. 
On account of the large class, (IA'C of these girls 
had to live over at the main school. 

The I'Vum Captains were Kathy Mackay, 
Patricia Wolft' and Stephanie Hutchins. The Sp(n'ts 
Captains Avere Margaret Chapman and Vicki 
Druce. 

In the early part of the first term Ave had a lot 
of soccer and swimming. Later AVC did a HalloAve'en 
skit, Christmas and French plays, and attended a 
dance at B.C.S., Avhich Avas A'ery much enjoyed 
by all. Throughout the year much of our .spare 
time has l)een spent doing Red Cross Avork. 

On account of the steadj' cold this Avinter Ave 
Avere able to have skating almost every day and 
skiing every day during the last half of the Avinter 
term. During the summer term Ave played tennis 
and basketball. 

To Airs. F]lliott, our Form Mistress, from all of 
the V B's, "Thank you so much for a Avonderful 
year." 

T H E V B ' S . 

http://Wi.se
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BRINDISI 
On the coast of Italy, touching the pearly Adri

atic and near the Strait of Otranto, lies Brindlsi. A 
quiet little toAvn is Brindisi and v(>i'y (piaint, typical 
of most small Italian toAvns. 

In reality Brindisi is in the twentieth century, 
but it .seems as though you are Avalking in a toAvn 
of the nineteenth century. The Avomen Avear long 
black dresses Avith Avhite aprons, Avhile the men 
Avear knit fishermen's SAveaters and Ijreeches, 

Situated in the cobblestoned square lies the old 
village Avell; it is here that the Avomen draAv Avater 
and talk oA'er the local go.ssip. The hou.ses are built 
around this Avell. They have AvhitcAvashed Avails, and 
bead curtains serve as doors. The men sit in groups 
all OA'er the square mending their nets, preparing 
for a season of fruitful fishing. The children are 
running to the con\'ent around the corner, book 
straps over their arms, playing cha.se all the Avaj' 
and ncA'er seeming to get tired. 

If you turn IAVO corners you come to the park. 
This is Avhere the Avomen sit in the afternoon, 
knitting. The park is nothing special, just made 
up of a patch of grass and carefuUy-looked-after 
flowers. The balloon man and the ice-cream A'endor 
come CA'ery afternoon because that is Avhere the 
children play. The Avorld may come to Brindisi and 
leave Brindisi, but Brindisi AVIU stay as it is. 

MADELEINE THOMAS, V B. 

THE GAS SEEPS 
HaA'e j'ou CA'cr .seen fire come out of Avater ? It 

does not sound possible, but it is. At certain places 
in Venezuela, the land being so rich in gas and oil, 
this takes place. The gas rises out of the earth and 
Avater, and makes a steady flame not quite a foot 
high. This happens at the gas .seeps. 

The site of the gas seeps is just a small clearing 
surrounded by trees, Avith a stream nearby, and is 
used as an ordinary picnic spot. I''amilies come to 
see this interesting natural wonder and bring along 
a picnic lunch .so the children can roast hot dogs 
over the water. The gas .seeps are not dangerous, 
but some Uttle felloAV, if not careful, may sit doAvn 
on the Avrong spot and have his pants scorched! 
For here and there are little mounds Avith crusty 
tops, Avhich, Avhen kicked, start up a small flame. 
At night the gas seeps are A'ery beautiful and 
pictures taken provide rare and interesting .shots. 
In the deep darkness the steady flame shoAvs up 
Avith bright shades of blue, purple, or pale gold. 

KATHY MACKAY, V̂  B . 

A MOONLIT NIGHT 
In a valley there lies on a moonlit night, 
A memorable scene coA'cred Avith Avhite. 
A loiH^ cottage stands in this A'alley ,so small. 
Snuggled cozily in the mid.st of the pine trees tall, 
A light from the cottage stands out like a star 
That tAvinkles so merrily from the heaA'cns afar. 
And one is confu.sed as he stands and gazes 
At the animal's tracks forming so many mazes. 
On the trees are descending a f(nv flakes of SIIOAV, 

Giving them goAvns that sparkle and gloAv. 
Crossing the A'alley is a family of deer 
Peering at the trees Avith Avorry and fear. 
Off' goes the light in the cottage so still, 
And the snoAV stops descending on the trees and 

the hfll. 
The moon from behind closing clouds doth peep, 
And .sees his valley in a deep, .silent .sleep. 

SHEIL.I R E I D , Y B . 

THE EXAMINATION 
Greg kncAv he Avould ncA'er pass the examination. 

He Avasn't cleA'er; he had never been good in 
"Greek CiA'ilization." Yet he AA'as better in that 
than in other subjects, Ava.sn't he ? He Avas supposed 
to be. It AA'as impossible to pass, not CA'CII any use 
to think of passing. His brother, he reflected 
ruefully, had ahvays pas.sed examinations Avith fly
ing colours. Father had ahvays expected he Avould, 
But he, Greg, Avas a misfit in the family, he Avasn't 
good at anything. Although nineteen, he Avas still 
a baby in his parent's eyes. 

A friendly punch Avoke him out of his thoughts. 
"Hey chum, get moA'ing. We Avant the library for 
the debating society." 

Greg picked up his books and Avalked out of the 
library and as he closed the door the IOAV hum of 
voices began. He Avalked doAA'u the long corridor. 
It made such a lot of noise that he ahvays thought a 
profes.sor Avoiild pop his head out the door, but 
they never did. If he AA'ent outside it Avould clear 
his head, so he took a little side door and stepped 
out into the fresh, exhilarating air. What a beauti
ful day it Avas! The birds Avere .singing, the trees 
Avere bloAving gently in the breeze. Everything Avas 
beautiful and it almost made Greg feel good, but 
then he remembered the exam. So much depended 
on that exam. If he passed, life Avould go on, but 
if he didn't, Avell he didn't like to think of the con-
se(piences. All he kncAv Avas that the AV(n'ld Avould 
end for him. He looked at his Avatch; time Avas 
getting short. Soon he Avould be in the sfuff'y 
examination hall. 

http://cha.se
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"You've got no guts," he thought dismally. 
"A little examination, Avhat's that ?" But it Avasn't a 
little examination; it counted more than anything 
else. Walking around the l^nivcrsify used up time. 
Waiting Avas the Avorst thing. "Keep walking," he 
thought. "Keep Avalking, keep your mind off the 
exam." 

He did Avalk briskly, a tall stooped figure against 
the red brick Avails of the uniA'ersity. As he passed 
an entrance door he met Will Thurb Avho asked 
cheerily if he Avas going over to the examination 
hall. Greg looked at his Avatch and nodded a.ssent. 
The tAvo Avalked over the grounds. 

Although Greg felt the unplea.sant sensation of 
butterflies in his stomach when he entered the hall 
he did notice that it Avas not stuffy and that his 
faA'ourite professor Avas on. As soon as he looked at 
his paper the butterfles Avent and he got doAvn to 
Avork. 

"And" said Professor Ridley, "Gregory Race 
came .second out of four hundred, Avith honours; 
very Avell done, my boy," and he clapped Greg on 
the back. Greg Avalked back to his .seat in a daze and 
the sea around him gave him thunderous applau.se. 

AIADELEINE THOMAS, V B. 

THE COTTAGE 

Are you familiar Avifh the girls that make up our 
tAventy-one, 

Who live over at the Cottage Avhere our W(n'k and 
play are done ? 

Well, from Cobourg, Wendy and Vicki, they both 
five there; 

In the beginning of term, they were an iii.separable 
pair! 

And Tina, Avho just moved to the U.S.A. 
And Mary, Avho for a long time lived doAvn that 

way, (But noAV lives in Toronto where she hopes 
.she'll stay.) 

Then Cookie, who comes from Washington, D.C.' 
She's a proud American, that you can see. 
And there's Heather and Pat; from Briti.sh Guiana 

they come. 
We have all nationalities, but that's even more fun. 

And Susie and Kathy, Avho in Spanish chitter, 

chatter; 
They get pretty excited, though no one knoAvs 

Avhat's the matter. 
And Drucie, Avho travels and has quite a Avhirl, 
Why, she's been to places all OA'cr the Avorld! 
And Ali.son and Margo, Avho you must knoAv 
Their usual cheer is for Ontario! 
And then the tAvins, Jinny and Jan, 
Whom we ahvays mixed up, Avhen the year began. 
Then Ave haA'e our Montreal brood: 
There's Robyn, and Cinnj', and Suzie Aboud, 
And Vicki, and Tassy, and Jackie, too. 
And Sheila, and Tish, (AVC'A'C got (ptite a fcAv!) 
But AA'C'A'C left out four others, that is true; 
They IIA'C at the big School, but belong to us too. 
There's Deanie, Avho at skiing is really (piite good. 
And Pam, Avhose main object in life is food. 
Steffie's the lucky one, goes home almost CA'ery 

Aveek, 
And Maddy is so imaginatiA'e and has an accent 

quite unique. 

NOAV Mrs. Staples and Mrs. TousaAv, to Avhom the 
tribute mainly goes. 

With their helper Dorothy, they keep us on our toes. 
Our matrons make sure that everything AA'C do is 

right; 
They look for perfect table manners, day, noon, 

and night. 
"Do sit up, girls! Don't slump over .so! 
"Do not lick your fingers; that you must knoAv. 
"Pa.ss the food first to the head Avithout cA'en 

Avaiting, 
"Don't take any yourself; that 's A'ery irritating!" 
(They Avant us young ladies; that 's Avhaf they're 

creating.) 

We're patrolled in the night; we mustn't utter 
one peep. 

But it's hard to understand why they want us to 
sle(>p. 

Why, night is the time for ghost stories and such, 
And whispers, and giggles, but that isn't much ' 
But when, "Be quiet" is heard, we all wi thdraw 
We know whatever matrons say, their word is law. 

So now you've heard from a Junior what our life 
is like, 

Though Ave might complain, there Isn't much to 
dislike. 

We'll never 1)(> angels, that cannot be done 
But our life at the Cottage is really quite fun! 

KATHERINE MACKAY, V B, 
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IV A FORM REPORT 
This year IV A consisted of ten girls — Susie 

Caridi, Mary Conduit, Tina Cross, Alison Donald, 
Heather Kirkby, Pat Malabre, Jan Parke, Pauline 
Roberts, Cynthia Sharp, and Jackie Worden. 

Our three Form Captains have been Cynthia 
Sharp, Alison Donald, and Susie Caridi. Our Sports 
C'aptains have been Jackie Worden, Jan Parke, 
and Pat Malabre. Our magazine representative Avas 
Pat Malabre. 

In the first term Ave played soccer. We put on 
a FlalloAve'en skit Avith the rest of the school. At 
Christmas, Avith the help of Madame Landes, 
Ave put on some French plays, and under Miss 
HcAvson's direction, "A Christmas Carol." In the 
.second term Ave skied and skated. We had a Red 
Cross cake raffte and made $52.00. In the third 
term Ave played tennis and baseball. 

Thanks to Miss Macdonald Ave had a most 
enjoyable year. Thank you, Miss Macdonald. 

MONKEYS IN THE JUNGLE 

One day Ave Avere .sailing in our boat doAvn the 
Esseipiibo River, near the Kaieteir Falls in British 
Guiana. I Avas admiring the jungle and the deep 
blue Avater Avhen something came on the branch 
above us. Then I saAv a mothex monkey Avith her 
baby, and later a lot of monkeys came into the 
open. 'Fhey Avere chattering to themselves and 
jumping from branch to branch. Some came and 
began drinking the Avater sloAvly. Some of the 
monkeys AA'ere folloAving each other Avhile the baby 
monkeys Avere holding their mothers' fails. The 
old ones Avei'e talking fo the little monkeys. All the 
monkeys Avere broAvn Avith bits of Avhite here and 
there, and all of them had long tails Avhich they 
used for sAvinging on the branches. We Avere 
pleased that our trip Avas .so interesting. 

HEATHER KIRKBY, IV A. 

THE EASTER PARADE IN NEW YORK 

On Easter Sunday you put on your ncAv F]aster bonnet and go to church. When you come out you see 
hats of all descriptions, some high, some IOAV, some scpiare and round, and some even upside doAvn, at 
least they look that Avay. There is everything A'OU can possibly imagine. If a Avoman has a pink hat she 
has her dog dyed pink to match the hat. 

It isn't like a parade Avitli people on sides of the streets and floats in the middle and policemen holding 
the croAvds back. No, it 's everyone Avalking all over the streets not in any special order, just everyAvhere. 

CYNTHIA SHARP, IV A. 

^taff ©irectorp 
Miss Gillard, King's Half, Compton, P.Q. 

Miss A. Beaton, HO Stanley Road, Saint John, N.B. 

Mffe. O. Cailteux, King's Half, Compton, P.Q. 
Mrs. G. W. Elliott, Box ,51, Sawyervilfe, P.Q. 
Miss G. Evans, R.R. 1, Cookshire, P.Q. 
Mlfe. C. Gauthier, North Hatley, P.Q. 
Miss D. Hewson, Bo.x 207, Lennoxville, P.Q. 
Miss V. Keith, Haveloek, N.B. 
Miss H. Jenkins, "Littlewood," Keppoch, P.E.I . 
Miss G. Keyzer, 71 Thomas Road, Swampscott, Mass., U.S.A. 
Mine. S. Landes, King's Haff, Compton, P.Q. 
Miss A. Macdonald, Port Hastings, N.S. 
.Miss J. Macdonald, 17 Dreghorn Loan, Colinton, 

Edinl)urgh 13, Scotfand 

Miss F. MacLennan, 1133 Dalhou.sie Street, Halifax, N.S. 

Miss J. Menzies, 10 Sandringhani Court, Ipswich Road, 
Norwich, Norfolk, England 

Miss M. Morris, .5 Gibson Avenue, Cfrimsby, Ont. 
Miss J. Ramsay, 329 Cieorge Street, Fredericton, N.B. 
Mi.ss H. Reid, Pinkie House, Loretto Schooi, Musselburgh, 

Midfothian, Scotland 
Miss J. Rohin.son, 296 Myton Road, Warwick, England 
Miss M. J. Rutherford, 34 Church Street, Calais, 

Maine, U.S.A. 
Mrs. P. Staples, 150 WeftselaA' Avenue, Montreal West, P.Q, 
Mrs. V. Tousaw, 37 Church Street, Lennoxvifle, P.Q, 
.Miss 1). Waiface, Box 41, ^\'a^den, P.Q. 
Mrs. E. Yarrill, Bishop's University, LennoxA'ille, P.Q. 
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©. i§. ai. 
An evening Avith JNIiss Louise l^arker, one of 

K.H.C. ' s oldest graduates, brought out some in
teresting facts about the school's history. Miss 
Parker ' s father AA'as Rector at Compton around the 
turn of the century. The present Junior Cottage Avas 
then the Rectory and Miss Parker 's childhood 
home. T h e Rev. Mr. I 'arker caused the little 
Anglican Church to be built at Compton. During 
his rectorship the school ran badly into debt and 
nearly failed. His hard Avork enabled the school to 
surA'ive as he succeeded in collecting contributions 
to pay off the debt. It Avas his dream to make K.H.C. 
an Anglican e(]uivaleiit to the Roman Catholic con-
A'ent school, but this did not work out and it 
remained a priA'ate school for girls. Times Avere 
ncA'er ea.sy, XUHH Parker remembers, as the fees 
Avere IOAV and her father had to struggle constantly 
to keep the school going. The constant Avorry did 
not spoil the Rev. Mr. Parker 's good humour, 
though, as he Avas very popular Avith the s tudents 
Avho cafled him " D a d d y " Parker. 

Wha t else did Miss Parker remember about those 
days ? There Avere no uniforms, the girls AA'earing 
Avhat the j ' chose and apparent ly studying Avas not 
compulsory during s tudy hour! Discipline Avas not 
lacking, hoAAcver. Miss Parker remembers picking 
violets before class to .soothe her music teacher. 
Roll call Avas held cA'ery evening and, as an honour 
system Avas in use, the girls had to OAVU up to all 
their wrongs. Punishments were of the usual h)rm. 
Among the sports Avere tennis and snowshoeing, 
and punt ing on the pond . , , which Miss Parker fell 
into in a brand neAv dress! 

Miss Parker remembers winning only one prize 
at school, but she certainly Avent on to make a 
name for herself. When she left K.H.C. , she went 
info training as a nurse at the Montreal General 
Ho.spital. After World War I, she started the (iisl 
nur.sing .school of its kind in Canada and the 
U.S.A. — the Parker School for Trained Atten
dants . She Avas the originator of the auxiliary 
nursing staff'. The doctors backed her from the 
beginning, but the nur.ses, fearing a shortage of 
jobs for themselves, were again.st her both here 
and in the U.S.A. She perscA'cred with her school, 
and not long ago had the satisfaction of hearing 
a prominent doctor say to her, "if we had all 
listened to you, there Avould be no .shortage of 
nur.ses to-day ," 

D E I R D R E (AIOTSON) S T E V E N S O N 

M A R R I A G E S 
Shefla Bulman to John i:)unean IMyles, June 24, 

Mary Pauline Reed to Rev. H a r r y Barre t t , 

July 8, 1951. 
Sandra Smith to Duncan MacCr immon , August 

26, 1961. 
Barbara Cope to Dick Variiey, August 26, 1961. 
Anne HoAvard to Dr. Jewell Osterholm, Sep

tember 9, 1961. 
Tony Mitchell to Scott Griffin, Sep tember 9,1961. 
Gael Eakin to J. Plaiite, October 20, 1961. 
Judy Perron to John Mollit, November 25, 1961. 
Linda Grier to Colin Bergh, December 9, 1961. 
Lally Kennedy to Craig Kamcke , December , 1961. 
Anne Gale Davis to Enrico Natal i , J a n u a r y , 1962. 
Rosalind Punnet t to .lolin GrcA' Wilkinson, 

February 16, 1962. 
Joan Sheard to William John Allday, April, 1962. 
Susan .Alinnes to Dr. G. Palosche, April 2, 1962. 
Judy St. George Hogwood to Michael Piercey. 
Jane Gushing to Capt , .lohn Brazeau, April 12, 

1962. 
^ la ry Bogert to ,Iohn Samlu'ook, December 21, 

1961. 
Helen Hand, Joanne Dick and Susan Kilgour 

Avere married recently. 
Deirdre Allen, Diana Daniels, M a r y Warren , 

iOlizabeth Angus and Nancy Glass are to be marr ied 
shortly. 

B I R T H S 
Mr. and Mrs, Donald Budge (Anne McNal ly ) a 

daughter, June 2, 1961, 

Mr. and Mrs. M, K. Xixon (Libby Johnson) a 
•son, June 2, lOtiO. 

Mr. and Mrs. James Hrodeur (Barbara D r u m -
niond) a daughter , .luiie I I , 1961. 

.Mr. and Mrs. J ames McDougal l (Willa Birks) a 
son, June 12, 1961, 

Mr. and Mrs, T, Papadopoulos (Ann Henderson) 
a daughter , Juiu^ l;-!, lOtil. 

Mr. and Mrs. F. A. (!, Donaldson (B(^tty Gibbs) 
a son, June , 1961. 

Mr. and Mrs. Carlo Abegg (Marie S t r a t h v ) a son 
July 7, 1961. 

Mr. and Mrs. C. C. Bal lantyne (Joan Williams) 
a daughter , July 30, 1961. 

iMr. and Mrs. S. P a p e r (Jill Pacaud) a son, Ju lv , 
1961. 
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Mr. and Mrs. R. Parody (Helen Leduc) a Mr. and Mrs. Gordon Ball (Saundray Bogert) a 
daughter, August 16, 1961. son, NoA'cmber 23, 1961. 

Dr. and Mrs. John Price (Nancy Beattie) a Dr. and Mrs. William Van Alstyne (Ann Smith) 
daughter, August 15, 1961. a daughter, December 3, 1961. 

Mr. and Mrs. Paul WinsloAv (Sally Scott) a son, Mr. and Mrs. John Impey (Paf.sy Creery) a son, 
AugiLst, 1961. December 17, 1961. 

Mr. and Mrs. Denis Slattery (Keltic MacKinnon) Mr. and Mrs. John Fetherstonhaugh (Catlw Ann 
a daughter, September 21, 1961. Notman) a daughter, December 29, 1961. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ro.ss Smith (Diana Davis) a Dr. and Mrs. Alan F'orbcs (Janic Robb) a .son, 
daughter, September 25, 1961. January 25, 1962. 

Mr. and Mrs. E. Eldridge (Alison Mackenzie) Mr. and Mrs. Au.ston (B. J. NCAA'CH) a daughter, 
a daughter, October 8, 1961. February 4, 1962. 

Mr. and Mrs. John Armour (Bunty ^Nlavor) a Mr. and Mrs. Yves Fortier (Carol Eaton) a 
daughter, October 14, 1961. daughter, February 14, 1962. 

Mr. and Mrs. Jean Togneri (Diana DrcAv) a Mr. and Mrs. Robert I'^iiidlaj' (Dorothy Johns-
daughter, October 16, 1961. tone) a son, February 17, 1962. 

Mr. and Mrs. Charles LocAven (Susan Chester) Mr. and Mrs. Bart McDougall (Janet Martin) a 
a son, October 22, 1961. .son, February 22, 1962. 

Mr. and Mrs. David Gregory (Ann Bourget) Mr. and Airs. B. Mitchell (Ann Cameron) a 
a daughter, October 31, 1961. daughter, February 23, 1962. 

Mr. and Mrs. Alan Seymour (Andrea Ru.ssell) Mr. and Mrs. Richard Cahil (Heather Morris) a 
a daughter, November 21, 1961. son, March 6, 1962. 

Dr. and Mrs. Kent Barber (Heather Allan) a Mr. and Mrs. J. S. Bulleii (Dolly Ann Arnold) a 
son, NoA'ember 21, 1961. daugliter, August 21, 1961. 

DEATHS 
Miss M. L. Parker, June 4, 1961. 

Sins^g i^all Compton ©lb (§ivV^ aŝ siociatiou 
BALANCE SHEET 

As at February 28th, 1962 
A S S E T S 

CASH: 
General fund $ 520.86 
Life membership fund 800.79 $ 1,321.65 

INVESTMENTS, at cost 
$4,000 Loblaw Leased Properties Ltd. 5-1/2%, April 1st, 1983 $ 4,022.50 
$500 B.C. Telephone Co., 6%, September 15th, 1984 500.00 
$500 Hydro Electric PoAver Commission of Ontario, 

.5-1/2%, February 15th, 1981 500.92 5,023.42 

REPRESENTING: $ 6,345.07 
General Fund: 

Balance at beginning of year $ 3,717.35 
Less: Net lo.ss 1961-62 — .statement attached 42.28 $ 3,675.07 

Life Membership Fund (Fees received): 
Balance at beginning of year $ 2,360.00 
Life Membership fees — 1961-62 310.00 2,670.00 

$ 6.345.07 

Respectfully submit ted , 
R O B I N LEBARON, 

G L E N D I N N I N G , CAMPBELL, J A R R E T T A- DEVER 
Chartered Accountants, Auditors 
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Montreal , Mav 3i'd, 1962. ^ . , „ r ^ 
STATEMENT OF INCOME AND E X P E N D I T U R E 

For t h e year ended February 28th , 1962 
GENERAL F U N D 

INCOME: 
AT , K- r •$ 603.80 
^Membership lees 

351 50 Receipts — teas and luncheons ' ' 
Interest on bonds 293.50 
Bank interest and exchange 24.21 S 1,2/3.01 

E X P E N D I T U R E : 
Supplies ^ 3.^.98 
Teas and luncheons 32J.80 
Travelling expen.ses 20.15 
Magazines 312.50 
Bed.spreads 480,45 
Miscellaneous 129.41 
Laura Joll prize 10.00 1,315.29 

exchanges! 

EXCESS OF E X P E N D I T U R E OVER INCOME $ 42.28 

L E E D S G I R D S ' HKU^ SCHOOL: Leeds, bjiigland. 
ST. A . \ I U ( E W ' S C O L L E G E REVIEAV: St. .Vndrew's Aurora, Ont, 
E D G E H I L L REVIEAV: Edgehill School, Windsor, N,S. 
LuDEM.As: Ilavcrgal College, Toronto, Ont, 
B I S H O P STK.ACH.AX SCHOOL M.AG.AZLXE: Bishop Strachan School, Toronto, ()nt. 

LAMP.ADA: Lachute High Schooi, Lachute, Que. 
T H E B E A V E R L O G : Miss Edgar 's and Miss Cramp s Scho(il, Montreal , Que. 
T H E TALLOAV D I P : NetherAvood, Rothesay, X.B. 
T H E C'ROKTONIAN: Crofton House, Vancouver, B.C'. 
T H E BRANKSOME SLOGAN: Branksome Hall, Toronto, Ont. 
T H E B L U E AND W H I T E : Rothesay School, Rothesay, N .B . 

T H E P I B R O C H : Strathallen School, Ilaniilton, Ont, 
T H E A I I T R E : Hisho])'s University, Leimo.xA'ille, Que, 

T H E B I S H O P ' S COLLEGE SCHOOL M A G A Z I N E : Bishop's College School, Lennoxville, Que 
T E C H N I C A L C O L L E G E I N S T I T U T E : Sa.skatoon, Sask. 
SAMARA: ElniAvood School, OttaAA'a, Ont, 
IxTR.A MuROs: St. Clement 's School, Toronto, Ont. 
T H E R E C O R D : Trini ty College School, Port FIopc, Ont. 
T H E A S H B U R I A N : Ashbury College School, OttaAva, Ont. 
T H E G R O V E C H R O N I C A L : Lakefleld, Ont. 
T H E ALMAPHALI.AX: Alma College, St. Thomas , Out. 
T H E BALMORAL H A L L M A G A Z I N E : Balmoral Hall , Winnipeg, Man . 
T H E C H R O N I C L E : The Study, Montreal , Que. 
T H E A L I B I : Albert College, Belleville, Out. 
T H E BO.AR: Hillfield School, Hamilton, Out, 
TRAFALGAR F:CHOES: Trafalgar School, Monfreal, Que, 

B L U E AND W H I T E : Walkerville Collegiate Inst i tute , Windsor, Ont. 
T H E L Y R E : Lennoxville High School, Lennoxville, Que. 
P O S T S C R I P T : The Xorth Hast ings High School, Bancroft, Ont. 
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^c{)ool Bircctorp 
S. Aboud, 2270 Ainsley Crescent, Town of Mt. Koval, f\Q. 
J. Aitken, Apartado 1789, Caracas, Venezuela, S.A. 
S. Affan, P.O. Box 180, Windsor Mills, P.Cj. 
C. Angus, 699 Aberdeen Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
C. Archer, 1450 Bichelieu Road, Riclielieu, P.Q. 
J. Baggs, 7 East Cables Court, Beaeonsfield, P.Q. 
J. Balloch, Liverpool, N.S. 
P. Balloch, Liveri)ool, N.S. 
D. Bignell, Lake Beauport, P.Q. 
B. Blackader, 7 Baniczay Road, Montreal (i, P.Q. 
S. Brainerd, 18 Richelieu Place, Montreal, P.Q. 
B. Brvant, Cedar House, R.R. 3, Magog, P.Q. 
D. Bryant, Cedar Hou.se, R.R. 3, Magog, P.Q. 
S. Buchan, 11 Cainsliorough Avenue, Kingston 6, 

.Jamaica, B.W.T, 
F . Buchanan, 12 Simcoe Avenue, Montreal 16, P.Q. 
F . Budden, 238 Clemow Avenue, Ottawa, ()nt. 
J. Burgoyne, 59 Yates Street, St. Catherines, Ont. 
C. Campbell, 2660 The Boulevard, Westmount, P.Q. 
M. Cape, 9045 Couin Blvd., Saraguay, Montreal, P.Q. 
W. Card, 22 Coronation Crescent, Cobourg, Out. 
R. Caridi, Apartado Aereo 110, Barranquilla, S.A. 
S. Caridi, Apartado Aereo 110, Barranquilla, S.A. 
M. Cassifs, R.R. 1, St. .Sauveur des Monts, P.Q. 
iNL Cliapman, 304 liose Park Drive, Toronto, Ont. 
S. Ciark, 89 .Summer Street, Summerside, l^.E.I. 
J . Clarke, Brush Hill Road, Stowe, Vermont, U.S.A. 
J. Collin, Box 43, Hudson, P.Q. 
M. Conduit, 281 Bes.sborough Drive, Toronto 17, Ont. 
C. Cook, 11117 Wavcroft Way, Roekville, Maryland, U.S.A. 
E. Cook, 36 Forest Road, St. .John's, Nfid. 
A. Cowans, 3061 Tlie Boufevard, Westmount, P.Q. 
L. Cowans, 3061 Ttie Boulevard, Westmount, P.Q. 
M. Cowen, 27 Riclielieu RoafI, Fort Chamblv, P.(J. 
B. Cox, R.R. 1, Box 208, Hudson, P.Q. 
S. Cross, 38 Golf Avenue, Pointe Claire, P.Q. 
T. Cross, 440 East 57th Street, Sutton Place, New "I'ork, N.Y. 
D. Dawes, 357 Stanstead Avenue, Town of Mt. Ro\'al, P.Q. 
C. Dewar, 30 Dunn Street, Oakville, Ont. 
N. D. DohenA', 18 Aberdeen Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
A. Donald, 267 Sulpher Springs Road, Ancaster, Ont. 
I\L Douglas, 29 Donwood Drive, Toronto, (Jut. 
N. Druce, Clen Harbour, R.R. 3, Magog, P.Q. 
V. Druce, Glen Harbour, R.R. 3, Magog, P.Q. 
H. Dupont, 766 Upper Lansdowne Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
.J. Eardley, P.O. Box 644, Na.ssau, Bahamas 
C. Eke, 37 Helett Lane, Port Washington, New York, U.S.A. 
L. Ellson, Tandalee Farm, J\nowlton, P.(J. 
A. Evans, Bishop's College School, Lennoxville, P.Q. 
S. Finch, 1603 Clarkson Road, Clarkson, (_)nt. 
P. Fletcher, 167 AcacJemy Street, Danville, P.Q. 
M. Fox, 111 Stratford Road, Hampstead, P.Q. 
.J. Francis, Besbiens, County Lake St. .John, P.Q. 
E. Franklin, 490 DufTerin S'treet, Sherbrooke, P.Q. 
L. Eraser, 71 Champlain Street, Baie Como, P.Q. 
D. Gale, c/o Demerara Bauxite Co., Mackenzie, 

British Guiana, S.A. 
S. Gait, 765 Lexington Avenue, W&stmount, P.Q. 
C. Gibson, 26 Richelieu Road, Fort Chamblv, P.Q. 
D. Gill, 170 Lansdowne Road, Rockcliffc l^ark, (_)ttawa, Ont. 
D. Gfass, Bishop's University, Ijcnnoxville, P.Q. 
M. Glen, 20122 Lakeshore Road, Baie d'Urfc-e, P.Q. 
A. Gordon, 144 Broadview Avenue, Pointe Claire, P.Q. 
C. Gordon, 3122 Daulac Rotid, Montreal 6, P.Q. 
S. Graham, 56 Befvedere Circle, Westmount, P .Q. 
M. Grant, 152 Miiito Place, Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa, Ont. 
J. Hamifton, 1529 West 35th Avenue, Vancouver 13, B.C. 
S. Hamilton, 1529 West 35th Avenue, Vancouver 13, li.C. 
E. Hampson, 16 Strathcona Drive, Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q, 
A. Harrison, 1814 Rue St. Michael, Quebec 6, P.Q. 
H. Haslam, Cobblestone Farm, Hamilton, New York, U.S.A. 
D. Hornig, R.R. 1, Austin, P.Q. 
S. Hutchins, 3455 Stanley Street, Apt. 312, Montreal, P.Q. 
A. Jellicoe, Bishop's University, Lennoxville, P.Q. 
H. I\irkby, Mackenzie, British Cfuiana, S.A. 
C. Lawson, 300 Acacia Avenue, Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa, Ont. 
W. Leggat, 609 Berwick Avenue, Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 
G. Leslie, R. R. 2. Pieton, Picton County, N.S. 

J. Leslie, R. R. 2. Pieton, Picton County, N.S. 
Iv. MacCulloch, Box 283, iicdford, N.S. 
A. MacDonald, 28 .Senncvillc lioad, Senneville, P.Q. 
N. Maei:)onald, 28 Senncvillc Road, Senneville, P.Q. 
K. M;icka\', Creole J^etroleiim Corp. Aptdo 889, Caracas, 

Venezuela, S.A. 
C. MacLatchy, 109 Reid Avenue, Ottawa 3, Ont. 
E. Macnaughton, 7 I^edpath Row, Montreal, P.Q. 
W. Magee, 500 Itosh'n Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
C. Malabre, c/o Demerara Bauxite, Mackenzie, ISritish 

Guiana, S.A. 
E. Malabre, c/o Demerara Bauxite, Mackenzie, British 

tiuiana, S.A. 
.S. Marpole, Wyni^lward, Como, P.Q. 
M. Matthews, 86 Queen .Street, Lennoxville, P.Q. 
S. AlcCain, 23 (Jranville Road, Hampstead, P.Q. 
C. McDermid, 1356 Montreal Avenue, Calgary, Alta. 
D. McLernon, 30 Stanton Avenue, Apt. 606, Westmount, P.Q. 
J. McMaster, 3141 Daulac Road, Montreal, P.Q. 
S. Miller, 4 Islesmere Gardens, Ste Doroth(^e, P.Q. 
I \ . Mills, 4313 .Montro.se Avenue, Westmount 6, P.Q. 
B. Monk, 131 McMichael Street, Ivingston, Ont. 
A. Moore, 32 Range Road, RockclifTe Park, Ottawa, Ont. 
P. Alorgan, .348 1^'vere Avenue, Town of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 
A. Newman, 3302 Cedar Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
S. O'Brien, 17 Grove Park, Westmount, P.Q. 
E. Oliver, "Bencoolen," Lodge Hill, St. Michael, 

Barbados, B.W.I. 
M. Pacaud, Spring Hill, Alagog, P.Q. 
J. Parke, Governor's Road, Dundas, Ont. 
.J. Parke, Governor's Itoad, Dundas, Ont. 
A. Paton, 350 Stanstead Avenue, Town of Alt. Royal, P.Q. 
L. Peck, 575 Lansdowne Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
C. Philj)ott, 233 Wellington Crescent, Winnipeg, Man. 
Iv. Plow, (Government House, Barrington Street, Halifax, N.S. 
B. ,J. Punnett, Peniston Estate, St. \'i]icent, B.W.I. 
W'. Rankin, 728 Upper Lansdowne Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
S. Reid, 350 Kensington Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
B. Rinfret, 1610 Caledonia Road, Town of Alt. Royal, P.Q. 
A. Ritchie, 158 Warren Road, Toronto, Ont. 
V. Rorke, 332 Henry Street, Cobourg, Ont. 
A. Ross, 1241 De Laune Avenue, Quebec City, P.Q. 
D. Ru.ssef, 50 Forden Crescent, Westmount, P.Q. 
G. Ru.ssel, 51 Belvedere Road, Westmount, P.Q. 
S. Salmond, 330 - 43rd AA^enue, Lachine, P.Q. 
B. Savage, 4309 Alontrose Avenue, Westmount, P.Q, 
C. Sharp, 66 Forden Crescent, Westmount, P.Q. 
T. .Sharii, 66 Forden Crescent, Westmount, P.Q. 
K. Smith, 4295 Alontrose Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
S. Southam, 454 (Jueen Street South, Hamilton, Ont. 
J. Stainforth, c/o Creole Petroleum Corp, Aptdo 889, Caracas, 

^'enezuela, S.A. 
.J. Stairs, 12 Alaplc Street, Kenogami, P.Q. 
C. Stewart, 164 Lakeshore Road, Pointe Claire, P.Q. 
V. .Stewart, 164 Lakeshore Road, Pointe Claire, P.Q. 
,J. Stewart, 3301 Lakeland C^rescent, Burlington, Ont. 
A. Stikeman, 48 Aberdeen .Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
E. .Stikeman, 48 Aberdeen Avenue, Westmount, P.Q. 
C. Stinson, 1 Hill Pond Road, Rutland, Vermont, U.S.A. 
J. Stocker, 777 Chariotie St iwt , Fredericton, N.B. 
Al. Stratford, "Glenhurst," (Virunna, Ont. 
P. Sturgeon, 70 Ennisclare Drive, Oakville, Ont. 
M. Thomas, ATae Bay, Gasp6 County, P.Q. 
H. Thomson, R.R. 2, Gormley, Ont. ' 
D. Trudeau, 765 Park Avenue, New York City, N.Y., U.S.A. 
AL Vickers, 8 St. (ieorge Place, Westmount, P.Q. 
Al. Webster, 469 \'ictoria Avenue, Sherbrooke, P.Q. 
S. White, 4870 C^ote des Neiges, Apt. 501, Alontreal, P.Q. 
K. Wickson, 5626 - 24 Alile Road, FTtica, Alichigan, FT.S.A. 
P. Wiessner, R.F.I) . 1, Stowe, Vermont, U.S.A. 
.J. Wightman, 16 Campbell Avenue, Alontreal West, P.Q. 
R. Wi.se, 3475 Ridgewood Avenue, Apt. 404, Alontreal, P.Q. 
P. AVolff, 430 Bourke Avenue, Apt. 2E, Dorval, P.Q. 
C. Wootton, 1389 Redpath Crescent, Montreal, P.Q. 
J. Worden, 111 Lazard Avenue, ToA\n of Mt. Royal, P.Q. 
A. Wright, 235 Hemlock Road, Ottawa, Ont. 
L. Wright, 1 Belvedere Crescent. Ottawa, Ont. 
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Build your 
bank balance... 

Build your 
peace of mind 

THE BANK 

THAT BUILDS 

CANADIAN IMPERIAL 
BANK OF COMMERCE 

Over 1260 branches to serve you 
MP-921 



•pOlla. 

C O M P L I M E N T S OF 

aixd rJR/i^. oL. L. ryl lauibe^ 

D E M E R A R A , B R . G U I A N A 

THERE WAS A YOUNG THING IN AI A 

WHO TO HER OLD FATHER DID SAY 

W i n ' NOT BE A DOLL AND GET ON THE BALL 

TAKE AN AD IN OUR AIAG. RIGHT AWAY. 

t 

A WILLING D.AD 

B E S T W I S H E S F R O M 

The J. B. Williams Company (Canada) Limited 

LASALLE, Q U E . 





Every tkm 

Especially 

The term 

To suggest 

g's up-to-date at King's Hall, Compton, 

tke liats the Stud 

reports are really 

, I could do better. 

ents v/ear! 

'sumpin' 

I don't dare. 

ANONYMOUS. 

C o m p l i m e n t s 

The A n c h o r Packing C o m p a n y L im i t ed 

Largest Canadian Mariuf act avers of Mechanical Packings 

A X D 

J o s e p h R o b b & C o . , L im i t ed 

Canadian Manufacturers of Indtistrial Piston Rings, 

Klinger Valves, Cocks and Liquid Level Gauges, 

Metallic Rod Packings 

. . . "shopping in Montreal has become like shopping 

d/ in Toronto. The only Department Store that feels a 

little different now is Ogilvy's" . . . 

Morley Callaghan in Maclean s Magazine 
Jas. A . Ogilvy's Ltd. Department Store, Montreal, Established 1866 



i\ow serving 
our sixth generation 
of young Canadians... 

HENRY MORGAN €. CO. LIMITED 



Greetinofs fro m 

T E X A U.S.A. 

A.S the sun sets on otir last .year of youth, 

We are suddenly laced with a momentous 
truth, 

When we feel in our hearts, our love for 
otir .school, 

And we value at last that loved golden rule. 

Although we look back with some fears 
of regret. 

In the years to come we'll have memories 
yet. 

So we'll smile as we take the places we've 
earned. 

And give thanks to our school for the 
things we have learned. 

HARRIET DUPONT 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

J. B. M . St-Laurent & Fils, Enrg. 

5? 

C O M P T O N 

Q U E . 



W i t h 

Best Wishes 

f roni 

A F R I E N D 



GOOD LUCK TO THESE AND ALL THE REST; 
ESPECIALLY THOSE WE THINK THE BEST, 
TO BOB, BIG JEAN, LOU, RALPH AND BILL 
WHO SHOW THE HABS ARE OUT TO KILL. 
BEST WISHES TO "TOE" FOR '63: 
CANADIENS'LL BRING THE CUP HOME—WAIT AND SEE! 

O O 9 "jolly cose . 

o o o be]. icose O O 9 

9 9 O lachrymose o o o 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

F R I E N D S A T 

"FERNLEDGE" 
K N O WLTO N , P . Q . 



The; I JNIA^Ei^siTY of 



9S€* 
For Teens & Jtniior sizes 

Casual and Party Dresses 

Smart Sports Wear and Bathing Suits 

We also carry Compton School Uniforms 

T E L E P H O N E : H U 4-4751 
HU 8-8161 

5006 Sherbrooke Street West 

MONTREAL QUEBEC 

Remember tkis also^ and 

be w^ell persuaded of its t r u t b : 

The future is not in the hands of 

fate, bu t in ours. 

JUSSERAND 



C O M P LI M E N T S 

of 

GODFREY ENGINEERING 
CO. LTD. 

# 

480 METROPOLITAN BLVD^ 
LACHINE, P.Q. 



C O M P L I M E N T S OF 

A FRIEND 

t 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

Magog Marine Sales & Service 
INCORPORATED 

llEXii! MouiN, President 

Telephone: \ ' I ( 'TOR .3-37SS 

675 THOMAS AVE., MAGOG, QUEBEC 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F T H E 



HOW TO READ 
YOUR NEWSPAPER 

1. Read your neiospaper every day. Make newspaper reading a 
daily habit , like eating dinner. Don't miss a daily installment 
in its story of the world. 

?. Dotit be headline-happy. Headlines give you only wha t ' s on 
the menu. You can pick youi' meal from a menu but , for pleasure 
or profit, you have to eat it. 

3. Don't l)e puge-one-happy. Don ' t read merely the first page. 
) our news may be inside. There 's more news inside t h a n on page 
oite; foi' you, it may lie better news. 

//. Don't be otie-.suhjeet-h(tppy. The one-noters read then- .sports, 
crime news or comics foi- entei ' tainment. Sticking to their chief 
interests, they ' re picking up pennies, leaving dollars. 

5. Be a fact-seeker. Look to the news columns, first, for your 
facts. Then play the game of checking up on ihe cohimnists and 
editoi-ial writers. You may be the bet ter thinker . 

6'. Rpfdd ivit/i both eyes. Note qualifying words and al tr i l )ut ions. 
Don't take a charge for a cinn-iction, a rumor for a fact, or a plan 
for an accomplishment. 

7. Drmt be a reading coward. It takes a knowledge of both sides 
to make up your mind easily. Don't be afraid to read opinion at 
complete variance with your own. 

8. Get out of your readinii nit. Vse your newspapiT to give y.nu-.scir 
a mental jog. Read at least (.ne thing daily tha t ' s completely 
apart from your normal intei-esls. 

9. Do your shopping al home. Whether ^•ou want foo<l clothes or 
a roof over your head, you'll fiml (he best buvs ui advertisun.-
columns ol your newspaper. "" 

10. Rela.r and enjoy tliefun. Your newspapcM- d(X'sn't loyo-et there ' s 
a hghter side to life and neither should you. Try the comics the 
ci-ossword puzzle and the \v(jrd game. 

^ht ^t Catfjarines; ^tanbarb 
ST. CATHARINES, ONTARIO 



C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

INTERESTE ELATIVE 

Thanks to 

for 

Miss Ramsay 

a avonderful year 

in VI B. 

Best 

to the 

o: 

Wishes 

MATRIC 

P'64. 

To B.B. from a 

GREAT ADMIRER 



Consult us on any 
occasion that you need 

advice on printing, 
boxes, office supplies or 
furniture. We've given 
this service to our cus

tomers since 1902. 
May we help you? 

P R I N T I N G 

L ITHOGRAPHY 

PAPER BOXES 

OFFICE S U P P L I E S 

FURNITURE 

Vctg^Sancii^ter P R I N T I N G CO. , LTD 

406 Minto St. Telephone LO 2-3861 Sherbrooke, Que. 



GREETINGS FROM 

N A S S A U 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

A Friend 

t Please 
PATRONIZE OUR 

ADVERTISERS 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

A F A T H E R 





C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

Combust ion Engineering-Superheater L td 

SHERBROOKE MONTREAL 

m D 1 im e n t s 

of 

AN OLD G I R L 

Good Luck to the 

Queens a t King's Hall 

T'WO Hopeful Parents 



WHEREVER IN THE WORLD 
YOU WANT TO GO 

Longing to lounge on the Lido? Hankering to hula at a Iuau? Take a t ip 
- take a tour! It costs less than you th i nk - because Canadian Pacific 
tours are well within your holiday budget! Canadian Pacific Super 
DC-8 Jets and Jet Props are Canada's flag carriers between five conti
nents. And Canadian Pacific Empress service makes every trip a grand 
tour! Travel in the friendly a i r . . . let Canadian Pacific jet you there. 
Tfie Soutti Pacific, Hawaii, f/ie Orient. Europe. Mexico, South America - whierever 
there's sun and fun, there's a Canadian Pacific Tour. See your Travel Agent or 
any Canadian Pacific office. 

CM/IOCIUZ/I (yaccfcc 
TRAINS/TRUCKS/ SHIPS / PLANES / HOTELS / TELECOMMUNICATIONS 
WORLDS MOST COMPLETE TRANSPORTATION SYSTEM 



COMPLIMENTS OF 

A F R I E N D 

For the mago of K»H,C, 

Here's a page from all V B 



Best Wishes 

fro m 

H E A R N E 



C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

Sherbrooke Oxygen & Welding Supplies Ltd. 
D I V I S I O N OF CIAN.VDIAN L I Q U I D A I H C O . L T D . 

Telephone LO 7-4891 

986 WELLINGTON ST. S. SHERBROOKE, QUE. 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

Canada Permanent Toronto Genera 
TRUST COMPANY 

SPARKS STREET, OTTAWA, ONT. 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

Crankshaft Grinding & Diesel Service Inc. 

T. P . H A N S O N 

988 WELLINGTON ST. S. SHERBROOKE, QTOE. 



Best Wishes 

fro m 

A F R I E N D 



MIMI RAND 
INTERIORS 

120 E.\,ST 55 STREET 

N E W YORK, X . Y . 

THE NORTH BAY COMPANY 
CHRISTMAS TREE PLANTATIONS 

HEAD OFFICE 

MEAFORD, ONTARIO 





C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

COBBLESTONE FARM 

HAMILTON 
N E W Y O R K 

PRESERVE THE FORESTS OF NOVA SCOTIA 

Bowaters Mersey Paper Co. Ltd, 

LIVERPOOL, NOVA SCOTIA 

BE CAREFUL WITH FIRE IN THE WOODS 



BEEF 

is our Product 

itill! 



From a 

Grateful Mother 

in Oakville 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

FRIEND 



GOOD L U C K 

to all the IV A's 

from a friend in 

CHICAGO 



With Love and Best Wishes 

to next year's Matrics 

DI. 

LABRAdOR PUPPIES 
for sale September 1962 

Write to: 
M I S S JUDY STAIRS 

12 M A P L E STREET 

KENOGAMI, QUE. 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

Canada Steamship Lines Limited 

MONTREAL, QUEBEC 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

MLSS Y . PRKCOURT 

16 WELLINGTON STREET NORTH 

SHERBROOKE, QUE. 

D 

S A N D Y 



Greetinffs 

f: roin 

Westmount Hiorh School 



Best Wishes to Matrics 

College Pharmacy 

H A M I L T O N 

N E W Y O R K 

Every Success lo the 

Graduates of 

KING'S HALL 

t)erbroobe ©ailp Eecorb 
Only English Daily in the Eastern Townships 

AND Q U A LI TY P R I N T E R S , TOO. 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

D o n a l d C , M i l l e r L i m i t e d 
INSURANCE BROKERS & CONSULTANTS 

M O N T R E A L , Q U E B E C 



Tkis space donated 

v^itli t t e 

compliments 

A FRIEND 



Best Wishes 

from 

PITTSBURGH 
PENNSYLVANIA 

'TF rOU WOULD NOT BE FORGOTTEN 

AS SOOK AS rOU ARE DEAD . . . 

EITHER WRITE THIKGS WORTH READING 

OR DO THIHGS WORTH THE WRITING." 

Benjamin Franklin 
Poor Richard's Almanac); 

The "Teen Talk" page in The Gazette follows the tradition of 

"writing things worth reading" begun in 1778 when The Gazette 

was founded under the sponsorship of Benjamin Franklin, hi adding 

worthwhile information on your special interests to that of events 

in a fast-changing world, The Gazette keeps you informed and 

offers the possibility of continuing education long after your 

formal schooling has ended . . . so that, perhaps for you, the 

"reading" may become the "doing" of "things worth the writing". 

^2i^tfe MONTREAL — 
ESTABLISHED 1778 CANADA'S BEST NEWSPAPER 



"GIRL 

are 

PEARL ^^ 



BULL'S HEA1) 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

J. H. BRYANT, LTD. 
SHERBROOKE, QUE. 

SINCE 1896 

T O H. FROM S. 

Wake, wake, wake. 
To the cold grey dawn of Harryite ? 
And I would that my tongue could utter 
The dreams that I had last night. 

Oh well for the early class bell, 
When I shout to you at your play. 
Oh well for the .series of classes 
That seem never to end through the daj'. 

And the lengthy hours keep on 
While I sit, and dreams my mind fill 
But oh for the touch of a vanished hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still. 

So wake, wake, wake. 
Oh Har, from under your covers there, 
From the bliss of rest that you've had 

all night. 
You must rise to the cold morning air. 

(With apologies to A. Lord Tennyson) 



\ 

Ship anything... anytvhere... in BATHURST CONTAINERS 

ST. JOHN'S, NFLD. • SAINT JOHN, N.B. • QUEBEC CITY • MONTREAL • OTTAWA • BELLEVILLE . TORONTO 

HAMILTON • ST. CATHARINES • BRANTFORD • KITCHENER • LONDON • CHATHAM . WINNIPEG 



THE NIAGARA DISTRICT BROADCASTING CO. LIMITED 

The number one station in the Niagara Peninsula 
serving hsteners throughout Southern Ontario. Over 
5} 2 miUion popuhition in CKTB's coverage area. 

0,000 
watts DIAL 610 10 ,000 

watts 

ESTO PERPETUA! "PER ANNOS," HOW 
SHALL r r BE USED TO TRUMPET? NOT FOR ME 
AT LEAST, TO LEASE A LEAF AND TAKE A BOW, 
TO ANYWISE IMPORTUNE OR .ALAKE FREE. 
RECEIVE THIS RATHER AS A SYMBOL — PRAISE 
FOR THOSE, ENDURING YET ANOTHER YEAR, 
EXHORTING MAIDS IN MULTIFARIOUS WAYS 
TO "KEEP TROTH," GIVE LOYALTY WITHOUT FEAR. 
THIS ONE, WE HEAR, GETS RATHER CROSS AT TIMES 
AND THAT, MY DEAR, JUST CANNOT COMPREHEND 
THE FUN, 'TIS CLEAR, OF CHILDISH CHEEKY MIMES 
OR SO, NO DOUBT, SHE FEELS SHE MUST PRETEND: 
BUT NOW A WELL-EARNED REST UNTIL THE FALL 
I PRAY, FOR YOU, SWEET MENTORS OF KING'S HALL. 

pop. 



A Fine Snimmer 

to All tke IV A's 

From a Toronto Friend 



C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

WATSON & FULLER LTD. 
I N S U R A N C E BROKERS 

S U N L I F E B U I L D I N G 

S H E R B R O O K E , Q U E . 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

YARN SHOP 

t 

HAMILTON 
N E W Y O R K 

HAPPY 

THOUGHT 

5y);.j»i»«lT,.i.«SWt^»..yw.».B,ji,»^^ 

lov/KEfs 
\, 



X 
\S 

•~iM. 

w EXPORT 
PLAIN or FILTER TIP 

II 

CIGARETTES 



Best Wishes 

m 

Gil bizunc 





ducation is for life 
In its VALUES IX EDUCATION series, Sun Life of Canada 
is ofi'ering leaflets ranging from Why Slay in School? to Adidl 
Education Today. 

For school children there are leaflets on how they can improve 
their grades and how they can get more fun <jut of school. 

For teen-agers planning their advanced education, i'oui' leaflets 
should be helpful— The Value of a (Udlege Education, Scholar
ships and Bursaries. So ) ou're Going lo College and Wtty Study 
the Human Hies? 

.\nd those who wish to make the most of theii- retirement 
might be interested in Educating Yourself for Retirement and 
Neiv Horizons for Incisure Time. 

These and other leaflets in the s(>ries ai'e offered free of charge 
and without obligation. Bulk supplies are available foi- schools 
and other organizations. For a complete set, write: Sun Life 
of Canada, Values in Education, Sun Life Building, Montreal. 

SUN LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY OF CANADA 
Une of lite Great Life Insurance Companies vf tfie WortJ 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

INDUSTRIAS CONSOLIDADAS LTDA. 

GRIFERIA C R O M A D A 

ACCESORIOS SANITARIOS 

Y VALVULAS DE CONTROL EN GENERAL 

REGADERAS PARA IRRIGACION 

BARRANQUILLA - Colombia 

Calle 85, Carrera 79 Esti. 

Cable y Tel^grafo: 

'̂  I N C 0 N " 

Apartado A^reo 1117 

Tel^fonos: 

47408 V 47409 



C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

NICHOLAS E. M. WISE 

FROM 

A FRIEND 

EST OF L U C K 

From t t e City of stately elms on tt^ 

Rhine of North America 



C O M P L I M E N T S 

WIGGS 

O F 

WALFORD 

C O N S U L T I N G 

FROST & 

E N G I N E E R S 

MECHANICAL - ELECTRICAL - CIVIL 

3285 

TORONTO, ONT. 

LINDSAY 

ENGINEERING 

C A V E N D I S H B O U L E V A R D , M O N T R E A L 28. 

B R A N C H E S A T 

OTTAWA ST. JOHNS, NFLD. 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

E. M . Savary & Fils 

TELEPHONE 

TER 5-5439 

C O M P T O N , Q U E . 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

A FRIEND 

VB, 



The g i rd le for teens 

WARNER'S ® 

L Y C R A 

Better than a garter belt, briefer than a 

brief, scantier than a pantie, Turtle! 

In shape-trimming Uncovered Lycra, with 

nylon t r icot pantie. Love it? You bet! 

Turtles are terri f ic! 

360: S,M,L; white, black, deep rachel 
shadow green. 
(nylon and DuPon+<S) Lycra® spande 

In our slimwear deparfmenf 



Best of Li ULck to N e x t Year's 

Compliments of 

T W O F R I E N D S 

VI A's! 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

atei^ t 

"The First shall be Last, and the Last First!' 

Best of Luck, MONTCALM, Next Year and Always 

Ro AND MAGGY 



COMPLIMENTS OF A M E M B E R OF 

Canadian Council for Animal Welfare 
affiliated ivilh 

ROYAL S.P.C.A., LONDON, E N G L A N D 

M E M B E R CANADIAN F E D E R A T I O N OF H U M A N E S O C I E T I E S 

Remember Macdonaldites 

G O L D N E V E R T A R N I S H E S ! 

I, R. 

skur 

and 

F, Larkin hereby declare 

iked, and 

I forfeit 

humbled by S. 

tha t I 

H. 

all claims hereafter 

Brj 

to 

y/as 

3Linei 

the 

beaten, double 

'd in cribbage, 

championship. 



'^Eat^ Drink and be Merry' ' 

^ 

Love, 

UNCLE W A L T 

This space 

mercilessly extorted 

from ty/o 

impecunious friends 

of t he editors. 

s ^ 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

A Friend 





B E S T W I S H E S F R O M AN 

Ancient Admirer 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

cr^ <:=^tLend 
to 

Best Wishes 

all the 

at 

Staff and 

K.H.S, 

FROM 

20 BUS^ 

Girls 

^ ^'B's" 



C O M P L I M E N T S 

OF 

Lunham & Moore Shipping Limited 

4 5 5 C R A I G S T R E E T W E S T 

M 0 N T R E A L 

Zinitiersiitp of king's; College 
HAL IF.AX - Foimded 17S9 - CANADA 

Combining); the advantago.s of lesidcntial life and opportuni t ies 
for .study, through association with Dalhousie Univei'sity. in the 
Facuhies of Arts and Science and in pi-e-])i-ofe.ssional courses in 
Medicine, Dentis try and Law. 

School of Divinity, Diph)ma course in Journahsm, Dramat ics , 
Public Speaking. 

Complete residential, social and athletic facilities foi- both m(>n 
and women. Expansion Programme undei- way at cost of !|L69().()00. 

Valuable entrance scholarships and oppoi'tunities for s tuden ts to 
eain par t of their college expenses. 

For particulars of Entrance Requirements and Scliolarships. applv to 

T H E R E G I S T R A R 
K I N G ' S C O L L K O E 

H A L I F A X , N.S. 



COMPLIMENTS OF 

E. S. SHERWOOD 
REAL ESTATE B R O K i a i 

140 WELLINGTON STREET 

OTTAWA, ONTARIO 

Compliments of 

CHIP'S MOTHER 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

STIKEMAN & ELLIOTT 
B A R R I S T E R S & S O L I C I T O R S 

t^r»i 

M O N T R E A L , Q U E B E C 

C O M P L I M E N T S OF 

NORMAN 
PLUMBLXG 

S P A L D I N G 
ct HEATING 

* 

C O M P T O N , Q U E . 



Keep calm, cool, and collected, 

and come FIRST. 

From Fire Hopeful Montcalmites 

ORDER YOUR SCHOOL SUPPLIES 

FROM 

P. M. J O N E S 

8 BROAD VSTREET 

HAMILTON, N E W YORK 

Greetings 

rom 

V E R M O N T 

(4J's + L) = YEA RIDEAU! 

GOOD LUCK RIDEAUITES 

of '62-'63 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

A RELATIVE 



C O M P L I M E N T S O P 

GOODFELLOW and HUGHES 
MEMBERS ROYAL ARCH I T E C T U R A L | I NSTiTUTE?OF CANADA 

Telephone \ T 

2195 CRESCENT STREET 

9-3712 

M O N T R E A L 25, QUEBEC 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

B A K E R Y 

f 

SHERBROOKE, QUEBEC 



C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

Earlville Paper Box Company 
INCORPORATED 

C U S T O M - M A D E PAPER BOXES 

* 

EARLVILLE 
X E W Y O R K 

I GOOD APPEARANCE PAYS 



May all your days be gold and blue 

Wherever you should go; 

Be kind and courteous and true, 

And you'll reach success, I know! 

" O P " 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

B A U M ^ S 
MEN'S WEAR 

• 

18 BROAD STREET 

HAMILTON, N E W YORK 

AVE W I T H 

CANADA SAVING 

BOND 

BUENA SUERTE! 

CHARLOTTE & SHEILA 



Tour little maids from school are we, 

Pert as a sckoolgirl well can be 

Filled to the brim wi th girlish glee'— 

Good luck to Matrics of '63! 

Canddd's finest specidlty shops 

for fdshiondble dppdrel dnd 

Accessor ies dt moderdte prices 

^ B l o u s e s 

• S w e a t e r s 

• H o s i e r y 

• H a n d b a g s 

• S k i r t s 

• L i n g e r i e 

• G l o v e s 

• S p o r t s w e a r 

NINE SHOPS IN T O R O N T O 

O T T A W A BROCKVILLE 

BARRIE K I N G S T O N 

GUELPH MERRITTON 

PETERBOROUGH 

ST. C A T H A R I N E S 

L O N D O N 

ANONYMOUS FRIEND 



COMPLIMENTS OF 

Science '64 

Queen's Universi ty 

Compliments of 

rtLIN'S FAN CLUB 

C O M P L I M E N T S O F 

H. B. Bignell & Son Limited 
INSURANCE 

65 ST. ANNE ST., 

QUEBEC 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

Q)i. r::Jeaxae's C k i i i c h 

LENNOXVILLE 
QUEBEC 

From a 

MacDonald Su 



Canadian industry is vitally interested in the 
education of young Canadians, and offers excellent 
prospects for those qualified to accept responsibility and 
contribute to the economic advancement of Canada. 

St. Lawrence Corporation Limited 
E A S T A N G U S , Q U E . 

Canada Paper Company 
W I N D S O R M I L L S , Q U E . 

MILLS OF THE 

KRAFT AND FINE PAPER GROUP 

Dominion Tar and Chemical Company 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

STAR PHARMACY 

T e l e p h o n e 

LO 2-3744 

111 WELLINGTON STREET NORTH 

SHERBROOKE, QUE. 

C O M P L I M E N T S 

OF 

A FRIEND 



PLEASE SUPPORT 

T H E CANADIAN BIBLE SOCIETY 

THREE C H E E R S FOR 

Williams, Smitli, Cliapman, Grier 



lautograpf)^ 




